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The Tragedie of 

hamlet 

Trince of Denmar^e . 

inter Bernardo. and Franeifcopeo CentineU. 

Bar. \J\ J Hofc there? 

Fran. \f \( Nay anfwer me. Stand and vnfold your felfe. 
"Bar. ▼ » Long line the King. 

Barnardo. 



Bar. 

Fran. 

Bar. Hee. 

Fran. You come moft carefully vpon your houre. 

Bar. Tis now ftrooke twelue,gcc thee to bed Francifce. 

Fran. For this rcliefe much thanks,tis bitter cold. 

And I am Ock at heart, 

’Bar. Hauc you had quiet gu ard ? 

Fran. Not a Moule Eirring. 

Bar. TVell,good night: 

Ifyou doe meete Horatio and Marcellas , 

The riuals of my watch,b id them make haft. 

Enter Horatio and Mamellus. 

Fran. 1 thinke I heare them,ftand bo,who is there? 

H °ra. Friends to this ground. 
t-ftlar. And LcegementotheDane, 

Fran. Giue you good night. 

Mar. O.fare well honeft fouldiers,who hath relieu’d you ? 

Fran. Bernardo hath my place; giue you good night. Exit From. 

B 4 Mar. 
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The Tragedy ^Hamlet 
Afar, Holla y Barnardo, 

Tar. Say what is Horattothtrc) 

H ora. Apccccofhim, 

Tar. W e'come Horatio, welcome good A/arceBas* 
Hora. W hat ha s this thing appeaid againeto nisht? 
‘Bar. I haue feene nothing. ° 

C Mar. Horatio fayes tis but a fantafio. 

And will not let belecfe take hold of him. 

Touching this dreaded fight twice feene of vs* 
Therefore I haueintreated him alon<*, 

With vs to watch the minuts of this night. 

That ifagaine this apparition come, 

Hee may'approue our eyes and fpeake to it. 

H ora. Tufh,tufh , twill not appeare.. 

Bdr. Sit downc awhile,. 

And let vs once againe affaile your eares. 

That are fo fortified againft our ftory. 

What wee haue two nights feene. 

Hora. Well fit wee downe. 

And let vs heare Tamar do fpeake of this. 

"Bar. Lad night of all, 

Whenyond fame ftarre thats weftward from the pole; 
Had made hiscourlc t’lllume that part of heauen 
Where now it burnes, Marcellas and my fclfe 
The Bell then beating one, 

Snter (jhojl. fgaine. 

Mar. Peace, br cake thee off looke where it comes a- 
Bar. In the fame figure like the King thats dead- 
er. Thou art a Scholler fpeake to it Horatio. 

Hora. Mod like, ithorrowes me with fearc& wonder. 
Bar. It would be /poke to. 

CMar. Spcaketo itH oratio. 

Hora. What art thou that vfurpft this time of night, 
Together with that faire and warlike forme. 

In which the Maiefty of buried Denmarkc 
Did fometimes march a by heauen I charge the fpeake. 
Mar. It is offended. 

See it ftaukesaway. 



Prince ofDenm&rke. 

Hora. Stay, fpeake, fpeake I charge thee fpeake. Exit i GhoB, 
“ Ma. Tis gone and will not anfwere. 

Bar. How now Horatio, you tremble and looke pale. 

Is not this fomething more thenphantafief 
What thinke you of it ? 

Hora. Before my God I might not this bcleeue. 

Without the fencible and crue auouch 
Ofmineowne eyes. 

Mar. Isit not like the King ? 

H ora, As thou art to thy felfe : 

Such was the very Armor hce had on. 

When hee the ambitious Norway combated. 

So frowndc hee once when in an angry parte 
Hce fmote the Headed pollaxon the ice. 

Tis ftrange. 

blar. Thus twice before and iump at this dead hourc 
With Martial! fiaukc hath hce gone by our watch. 

Hora In whatperf cular thought, to worke I know not, 

But in the grofic and fcope ot mine opinion> 

This bodes fome ftrange eruption to our ftate. 

" ow fu downc > and teI1 me hee that knowes. 

Why this fame ftri£i and moft obferaant watch 
So nightly toyles thefubieA of the land. 

And with ft Jch dayly coft of brazen Cannon 
And forrainc marte for implements of warre. 

Why luch impre ffc of fhip-wrights, whofe fore taflge 
Woes not ccuide the Sunday from the weeke. 

What might bee toward, that this fweaty haft 

Doth make the night ioyntlabcurer with the day. 

Who 1 ft that can informe mce ? 

Hors. That can I. 

Atleaft the whifper goes fo, our laftKing, 

Whofe image cucn but now appca . d tQ y ° 

T u * you . k , now b y Fortir.brajfe ofNorrray, 

Dar’d to fu lckt 01 ? b y a mo ^ emulate pride 

(F° r tfo°hu C fiH° m f atC 5 , i0 Whkh our va,iant 
Did flavtht^ f z“ r knt>wneWol ' ld «ftcemd him) 

B a 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 
Did forfait f-with his lifcJ ail tbefe his lands 
Wiiich hee flood feaz’d ot, to the couqucrour. 
Againft the whiph a moity competent 
Was gaged by our King, which had returne 
To che inheritance of Fortinbrajfe, 

Had hee becne vanquifher ;Jas by the fame comart. 
And carnage of thearticles defeigne, 

His fell to Hamlet ; now Sir, young Fortinbrajje 
Of vnimptooued mettle, hot and full. 

Hath in the skirts of Norway heerc and there 
Sharktvp a lift o< lawlefle refolutes 
For food and diet to fome enterprife 
That hath a ftomake in t, which no other 
As it doth well appeare Ynto our ftate 
But to recouer of vs by ftrong hand 
And tearmes compuliatory, thofe forefaid lands 
So by his father loft,-and this 1 take it, 

Is themaine motiue ofour preparations 
Thefource of this our watch, andthecheefe head 
Of this poft-haftand romeage in the land. 

Tar. I thinkc it be no other but cuen *fo ; 

Well may it fort that this portentous figure 
Comes armed through our watch folike the Kin** 
That was and is the queftion of thefc warres. 

Hora. A moth it is to trouble the mindes eye : 

In the mofthigh and palmy ftate ofR omc , 

A little ere the mightieft Mitts fell 
The graues flood cennantlefle, and the fhceted dead 
Did fqueake and gibber in the Romane ftreets 
As ftarres with traines offire, and dewes of bloud 
Difaftcrs in the Sunnc ; and the moifl ftarre, 

Vpon whofc influence Neptunes Empiei flands. 
Was fick almoft to doomefday with ec'ipfe. 

And euen the like precurfe of fearce euents 
As harbingers prcceading flill the fates 
And prologue to the Omen comming on 
Haue hcauen and earth together dcinonftrated 
Vnto our Climatutes and con trimen. 

Enter Ghofi, 




Prince ofDenmarke. 

But fofc, behold, lo where it comes againe 
lie crofle it though ltbbft mee : flay illufion, It fpreaels 

]f thou haft any found or vfe of voice, his armes. 

Spake to mee, if there beany good thing to bccdone 
That may to thee doe eafe and grace to mee. 

Speak e to mee. 

]f thou art priuy to thy contryes fate 
Which happily foreknowing may auoyd, 

0 fpeake: .< 

Or if thou haft vphoorded in thy life 
Extorted treafure in the wombe of earth. 

For which they fay yourfpirits oft walke in death. The foehe 
Speake of it,ftay and fpeake, flop it C Marcelltts . erowes 

A&r. Snall I flrike it with my partisan? 

Hor .Doc ifit will not ftand. 

Tis heere. 

Uor. Tis heerc. 

CMar. Tis gone. 

We doe it wrong being fo Maiefticall 
To offer it the fliowe ofVioJence, 

For it is as the ayre,invulnerable. 

And our vaine blowes malicious mockery. 

Bar. It was aboutto fpeake when the cock crew.* 

1 \or. And then it ftarced like a guilty thing, 

Vpon a fearefull fummons ; I haue heard, 

The Cock that is the trumpet to the morne. 

Doth with his lofty and ftnillfounding throate 
Awake the God of day, and at his warning 
Whether in fca or fire, in earth or ayre, 

Th extrauagant and erring fpirit hyes 
To his confine and of t he t: uth heercin 
This prefent obiedf made probation. 

LMar. It faded on the crowing of the Cock. 
ur' ne ^ £ ^ at eucr 8 a inft thatfeaion comes, 
here.n our Sauiours birth is celebrated 
nis bird of dawning fingeth all night long, 

Th *• T no ^P‘ r ' t dare flnrre abroade 

e mg its are wholfomc,thcn no planners fluke, 
air y ta kcs, nor witch hath po wer to charme 

B 3 So 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

So hallowed and fo gracious is that time. ' 

Hor. So haue I heard and doe in part belecue it^’ 

But looke the morne in ruflfet mantle clad 
Walkcs ore the dew of yon high Eaft ward hill: 

Breake wee our watch vp and by my aduife 

Let vs impart what wee hauefecn to night 4 

Viito yong Hamlet, for vpon my life 

This fpiric dumb to vs, will fpeake to him : 

Doc you confent wee fliall acquaint him with it 
As needful! in our loues fitting our ducry. 

Afar . Lets doo 1 1 pray, and I this morning know 
Where wee ihall find him mod conuenicnt. Exeunt, 

Florifb. Enter Claudius, King ofDenmarke , Gertradthe 
Qneene, Counfaile : as P oleums, and his Sonne Laertes , 
Hamlet ettm Aliis. 

Claud. Though yet of Hamlet our deare brothers death 
The memory bee grcene,and that it vs befitted 
To beare our hearts in greefe and our whole kingdome. 

To be contracted in one browc of woe, 

Yet fo farre hath difcrction fought with nature. 

That wee with wifeft forrow thinkc on him 
Togecher with remembrance of our felues.* 

Therefore our fometime Sifter, now our Queene 
Th'impcriall ioyntrefleto this warlike ftate 
Haue wet as twere with a defeated ioy 
With an aufpitious, and a dropping eye. 

With mirth in funerall, and with dirge in mariage, 

In eq uall fcale waighing delight and dole 
Taken to wife : nor haue wee herein bard 
Your better wifdomes, which haue freely gone 
With this affaire along ( for all our than kef) 

Now followcs that you knovy yong Fortinhraffc, 

Holding a weakc fuppofall of our worth 
Or thinking by our late deare brothers death 
Our ftate to bee difioynt, and out of frame 
Colcgued with this dreame of his aduantage 
Hee hath not faild to pefter ys with mclTage 

Importing 



Prince ofDenmarke. 

Importing the furrenderof thofe lands 
Loft by his father, with all bands oflaw 
To our moft valiant brother/© much for him.* 

Now for our felfe.and for this time ofmeeting. 

Thus much the bufines is.we h aue Here writ 
To Norway Vncle of young Fortenbraffe 
Who impotent and bedred fcarcely hcares 
Of this his Nephewes purpofe; to fupprefle 
His further gate hccrein,in that the leuies. 

The lifts, and full proportions are all made 
Out of his fubieft,and we heere difpatch 
You good Cornelius, and you Taltemand, 

For bearers of this greeting to old Norway 
Giuing to you no further perfonall power 
To bufines with the King, more then the fcope 
Of thefe delated articles allow: 

Farwcll,and let your haft commend your duty. 

Cor. V'o. In that, and all things will we fhow our duty^ 
King. We doubt it nothing, hartely farwell. 

And now Laertes whats the newes with you? 

You told vs of fame fute, what ift Laertes ? 

Youcannotfpeake ofreafon to the Dane 

And lofe your voycc ; what wouldft thou begge Laertes? 

J hatihall not be my offer, not thy asking 
The head is not more natiue to the heart 
The hand morejnftrumentall to the mouth 
Then is the throne ofDenmarke to thy father. 

What would ft thou baift Laertes? 3 
Lar.fdy dread Lord. 

Your leaue and fauour to returne to France, 
rom whence though willingly I came toDenmarke, 
v h ° W m y dut y in your Coronation; 
ct now I muft confefle.that duty done 

And hn U8 \ tS 3nd Wlflics ben<1 a gatne toward France, 

And bow them to yourgracious leaue and pardon. 

KT your fathers leaue, what faies PoloniusT 

By labourfn * m y bord wrung from me my flow leaue 
y aoourfome petition, and at laft 

" ys Will I feald my hard content. 
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The Tragedy ofW amlct 

1 doe befeech you giue him, 1 mm togoe. 

King. Take thy faire houre Laertes, time be thine. 

And tt;y befl graces fpend it at thy will: 

But now my Colin H^w/V^and my fonne. 

Ham. A little more then kin,and lefle then kinde. 

Kmg. How is it that the clowdes ftill hang on you. 

Warn. Not fo much my Lord, l am too much in the fonne. 

Qttecxe. Good Ramjet call thy nighted colour off 
And let thine eye Iookc like a friend on ‘Denmarke, 

Dae not for etier with thy vailed lids, 

Seeke for thy noble Father in the dull. 

Thou know ft tis common all that Hues muft dye, 

Pafltng through nature tpeternitie. 

Ram. I Madd'am,tt is common, 

£>uee. If it bee 

Why feernes it fo perticuler with thee. 

H am. Seemes Maddam,nay it ir,I know not feemes, 

Tis not alone my incky cloake could fmother. 

Nor cuftomary futes offolemne black. 

Nor windie fijfpiration of forft breath. 

No, nor the fruitfull riuerin the eye. 

Nor the deiedted hauiorofthe vilage. 

Together with all formes, moodcs,(hapes of griefe 
That can deuote me truely,thele indeed i'ecme. 

For they are actions that a man might play. 

But I haue that within which partes fliowe, 

Thcfe but the trappings and the luites of woe. 

Ktng, Tisfwccteand commendable in your nature Hamlet, 
T o giue thefe mourning duties to your Father, 

But you muft know your father loll a father. 

That father loft,loft his,and the furuiucr bound 
Jnfilliallobligation for fome tearme 
Todocobfequioui forrowesfout toperfeuer 
In obftinate condolemcot,is a courl'c 
Of impious ftubborneflcjtis vnmanly grielc, 

Itlbowes ayvjll moft in cor reel to heauen, 

A hart vnfor<ificd,or minde impatient, - 

An vaderftanding fimple and vnfcnoold, 

For what we know muft be, and is as common 






A* 



Prime cfDenmarhe • 

A* any the moft vulgar thing to fence, 

VVhyftiould we inourpecmlb oppofition 
Take it to hart.fie.tis a fault to heauen, 

A fault againft the dead,a fault to nature. 

To reafon moft abfurd,whofe common theartte 
Is death offathers.and who (till hath cryed 
From the full courfe,till be that dyed to day 
This muft be fo : we pray you throw to earth 
This vnpteuailing woe,and thinkeofvs 
As of a facher,for letthe world take note 
You arc the moft imediate to our throne, 

And with no Idle nobiiuy of loue 
Then that which dcareft father bearcs his fonne, 

Doe I impart toward you for your intent, 

In going track to fchoole to Wittenberg , 

It is moft retrogard to our defiie, 

And we befcech you bend you to remaine 
Heere in the cheare and comfort of our eye, 

Ourchiefeft courcier,cofin,and our fonne. 

Quee. Let not thy mother loofe her prayers Hamlet % 

Ipray thee ftay with vs,goe r\ot to Wittenberg. 

H am. I (hall in all my beft obay you Madam, 

King, Why tis a louing and a fairc reply, 

Be as our felfe in Denmarke,Madam come, 

This gentle and vnforc’d accord of Ramlet 
Sits fmiling to my hearf, in grace whereof 
Noiocond health that Denmarke drinkes to day. 

But the great Cannon to the clowdes fhall tell. 

And the Kings rowfc the heauen fhall brute aga’rne, 

Rcfpeaking c archly thunder ; come away. Elorish. Exeunt all 
Ham. O that this too too foilitjd flefh would melt, but Hamlet. 
Thaw and refoluc it felfe into a Hew, 

Or that the euerlafting had riot fixt 

His cannon gainft feire (laughter , 6 God, God, 

How wary ,ftale,flat,and vnprofitable 
Seeme to me all the vfes of this world ? 
he on’t,ah fie, tis an vnweeded garden, 
o ^ S r °wes to feed, things ranck and grofe in nature, 

Polfefle it meerely that it Ihould come tint's . 

C But 
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The T r age die 

But two months dead, nay not fo much, not two. 

So excellent a King, that was to this 
Hyperion a»a Satire, fo louing to my mother, 

That he might not beteeme the winds of heauen 
Vifit her face too roughly: heauen and earth 
Muft I remember, why (he fhould hang on him 
As if increafe of appetite had growne 
By what it fed on, and yet within a'month. 

Let me not thmkeon’t; frailty thy name is woman 
A little month. Or erethofe fhooes were old 
With which lhe followed my poore fathers body 
Like Niobe all tearcs, why lhe 
O God 1 a beaft that wants difeourfe of reafon 
Would haue mourn’d longer, married with my Vncle 3 
My fathers brother, but no more like my father 
Thenl to Hertules, within a month. 

Ere yet the fait of mod vnrighteous teares 
Had left the fluihing in her gauled eyes 
She married Oh ! mod wicked /peed f to poll 
With fuch dexterity to inceflious flieetes. 

It is not,nor it cannot cometo good, 

Butbreakcmy heart for I muft hold my tongue; 

Enter Horatio , Marcellas and "Bernardo . 

H ora. Haile to your Lord/hippe. (wife. 

Ham. I am glad to fee you well ; Horatio, or I do forget my 

Hora. the fame my Lord, and your poore feruant euer. 

H am. Sir my good friend, lie change that name with you. 
And what make you from Wittenberg Horatio ? 

{^Marcellas. 

t^Mar. My good Lord. 

Ham. I am very glad to fee you, ( good euen fir) 

But what in faith make you from Wittenberg ? 

Hora. A truant difpofition good my Lord. 

Ham. I would not heare your enemie fay fo, 

Nor (hall you do my care that violence 
To make it trufter ofyour owne report 
Againft yourfelfe,I know you are no truant, 

B«t what is your affaire in Elfonoure ? 

Weele teach you for to drinke cre you depart. 

_ • H ofti 
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VrinceofDMmrke • 

JJovaH y Lord, I came to fee your fathers funerall. 

Ham. 1 prethee doc not mocke me fellow ftudent, 

I thinke it was to my mothers wedding, 

' H ora. Indeed my Lord it followed hard rpon. 

Ham. Thrift,tbrift,H«*4/w,the funerall bak t me«CI 
Did coldly f urnifh forth the marriage tables, 

Would I had met my deareft foe in Heauen 
Or cuer Ihad feene that day H or atio. 

My father me thinkes I fee my father. 

H ora. Where my Lord? 

Ham. In mymindcseye Horatio. ' t 

H ora. I faw him once, a was a goodly King. 

H am. A was a man take him for all in all 
I /hall not looke rpon his like againc. 

H ora. My Lord I thinke I faw him yefternight. 

H am. Saw, who? 

He^.My Lord thcKing your father. 

Ham. The King my Father? ( U. 

H ora. Seafon your admi ration for a while 
With anattentiue eare till I may deliucr 
Vpon the witne/Te of thefe gentlemen 
This maruaile to you. 

H am. For Gods loue let me heare? 

Hora. Two nights together had thefe gentlemen 
Marcellas, and "Bamardo,oa their watch. 

In the dead waft and middle of the night 
Beene thus incountred,a figure like your father 
Armed at poy nt,exaftly Cap apea 
Appeares before them, and with folemne march. 

Goes floweand ftatelyby them ; thrice he walkt 
By their oppreft and feare furpri/cd eyes. 

Within this rronchions length, whil ft they diftil’d 

Almoft to gelly,with the aft of feare 

Stand dumbe and fpeakc not to himjthis to me. 

In drcadfull fecrccy impart they did, 

And I with them the third night kept the watch. 
Whereas they had deliucred both in time. 

Forme of the thing,each word made true and good, 
The Apparifion comes : I knew your father, 

C z 












The Tr age die o/Hamlet 

Thefc hands arc not morcilike. 

Ham. But where was this? * 

Mar. My Lord vpon the pi atforme where wee wjitcht. 
Ham Did you not fpeake to it ? 

Nora. My Lord I did. 

But anfwcr made it none, yet once mec thought 
It lifted vp it head and did addrefle 
It fclfe to m tion,like as it would fpeake : 

But euen then then the morning Cock crew loude, 

A :d at the found it fliruncke in haft away 
And vinifht from our fight. 

Ham. Tis very fttange. 

Hera. As I doc liue my honor.d Lord tis true 
And wee did thinke it writ downe in our ducty 
To let you know of it. 

Ham, Indcede firs but this troubles me, } 

Hold you the watch »o night ? 

All.. Wee doe my Lord. 

Ham, Arm’d fay you ? 

All. Arm’d my Lord* 

Ham. From top to toe ? 

sAll. My Lord from head to foott. 

Ham Then faw you not his face? 

Bora. O yes my Lord, hee wore his beauervp. 

H ant. What look’t hee frowningly ? 

H ora. A countenance more in lorrow then in anger. 

Ham, Pale or red? 

H ora. Nay very pale. 

Ham. And fixt his eyes vpon you ? 

H ora. Moftconftantly, 

Ham. I would I had. beene there. 

H ora. Tt would haue much amaz’d you. 

Ham. Very like, ftaid it long? 

H ora. While one with moderate haft might tell a hundreth/ 
’Both. Longer, longer. 

H ora. Not when I faw’r. 

Ham. His beard was grifs’ld, no. 

H ora. It was as 1 haue l'ecnc it in his life 
Afablefilucr’d, 

Ham. 
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Trinie of Dexmrke. 

Ham. Twill watch to night 
perchance twill walkeagainc. 

Bora. I warn’t it will 

Ham. If it affume my noble fathers perfon, 
lie fpe ike to it though hell it felfe fhould gape 
And bid mce ho’d my peace ; I pray you all 
If you haue hetherto conceald this fight 
Let it be tenable in yourfilcnce ftill. 

And what what foeuer els fhall hap to night, 

Giiieit an vnderftandingbut no tongue, 

I will requite your loues, fo fare you well : 

Vpon the platformc twixt a leauen and twelue 
Ilcvifityou. 

%/(U O irduety to your homor. Exeunt. 

H am. Your loues as mine to you, farewell. 

My fathers fptrit (in armes) all is not well, 

I doubt fome foule play, would the night were come, 
Till then fit ftill my foule, foule deedes will rife 
Though all the earth ore-whelme them to mens eyes. 
Enter Laertes and, Ophelia his Sifter . 

Laer. My neceffaries are inbarckt, farewell. 

And lifter as the winds giuc benefit 
And conuay, in affiftant do not fleepe 
But let me heare from you. 

Ophe, Doe you doubt that ? 

Laer. For Hamlet and the trifling of his fauour. 
Hold it afafhion, and a toy in blood, 

A Violet in the youth ofprimy nature, 

Forward, not permanent, Lveet, not lafting, 
Thepcrfume and fuppliance of a minute 
No more. 

Ophe, Mo mere but fo. 

Laer Thinke it no thore. 

For nature crcffant does not grow alone, 

In thewes and bulkcs, but as this temple waxes 
The inward feruice of the mind foule 
G fo vve$ wide withali, perhaps hee loues you now, 
Ane n ow no foyle nor cautcll doth befmerch 
The vettuc of his will, but you!muft feare, 

c? 



The Tragedy of H amlet 

His grcatncs waid,his will is not his owne, 

He may not as vnualewed perfons doe, \ 

Crane for h mfclfe/or on his choife depends 
The fafety and health of this whole ftatc, 

And therefore mud his choife be circmfcrib d, 

Vnto the voyce and yecldingof that body, 

Whereof he is the head, then ifhefaieshe loues you. 

It fits your wifdome lo fane to belecuc it 

As he in his parti culer aft and place 

May giue his faying dccde,which is no further. 

Then the matne voyce of Denmarke goes withall. 

Then way what loife your honor may fuftaine. 

If with too credent care you lift his longs 
Or loofc your heart, or your chaft treafure open. 

To his vnmaftred importunity. 

Feare it Ophelia, feare it my deare fifter, 

And keepe you in the rearc of your affeftion 
Out of the fhot and danger of defire, 

,,The charicft maide is prodigall enough 
If fihe vnmaskc her beauty tb the Mooue 
„Vertuc it felfe fcapes not calumnious ftrokes 
„The canker gaules the infant of the fpring 
Too oft before their buttons be difclol a. 

And in the niorne and liquid dew of youth "I 

Contagious blaftments arc moft iminent. 

Be wary then.bcft fafety lies in feare, 

Youth to it felfe rebels though none elfe neare, 

Ophe, I fhall the effeft of this good lelfon keepe. 

As watchmen to my hearttbut good my brother 
Doc not as lome vngracious paftors doe, 

Show me thefteepe and thorny way to heauen 
Whiles a puft,and rcckles libertine, 

Himfclfe the primrofepath of dalience treads. 

And reakes not his owne reed. Enter Polomus- 

Laer. O feare me nor, 

I flay too long, but heere my father comes 
A double blcffing,is a double grace, 

Occafion fmiles vpon a fecorrd leaue. 

TV. Yet here Laertes ? a bord,a bord for fihame, 

The 
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Prime of Denmarke. 

The wind fits in the lhoulder of your fail e. 

And you are ftaied for, there my bleffing with thee. 

And thele few precepts in thy memory 

lookc thou charafter, giue thy thoughts no tongue. 

Nor any vnproportion’d thought his aft. 

Be thou familicr, but by no meanes vulgar, 

Thofc fiiends thou haft and their adoption tried. 

Grapple them vnto thy louie with hoopes of ftecle. 

But do not dull thy palme with entertainement 
Of each new hatcht vnfledgd courage ; beware 
Ofentrance to a quarrell, but beeing in, 

Bcar’t that th’oppofer may beware of thee, 

Giue cuery man thy eare, but few thy*voyce. 

Take each mans cenfure, but referue thy iudgemenr, 

Coftly thy habite as thy purfe can buy. 

But not expreft in fancy ; rich not gaudy. 

For the apparrell oft proclaimes the man : 

And they in France of the beft ranck and ftation, 

Ar ofamoft fcleft and generous, cheefc in that: 

Neither a borrower nor a lender boy, 

For loue oft loofes both it lelfc, and friend, j) 

And borrowing dulleththe edge of husbandry: 

Thisabcue all, to thine ow ne felfe be true 
And it muft follow as the night the day 
Thou canft not then bee falle to any man .* 

Farewell, my bldfing feafon this in thee, 

Laer . Moft humbly do I take my leaue my Lord. 

Pol, The time inuefts you, goe,your feruants tend, 

^ arcwc h Ophelia, and remember well 
What I haue laid to you. 

Opbe> Tis in my memory loeke 
a nd you your felfe fhail keepe the key ofit. 

Laer. Farewell Exit, Laertes . 

n L ^ Ophelia hcc hath faid to you? 

J. *’« ‘ 5o pleafe you,fometln'ng touching the Lord Hamlet. 
Pol. Marry well bethought 
I is told me hec hath very oft of late 
luenpriuate time to you, and you your felfe 
naue of y°w audience beenc meft free and bountio i?, 

If 
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The Tragedy 0/ Hamlet 

Ifitbc fo,as fo tis put on me. 

And that in way of cant ion,I muft tell you, 

You doe not vndcrftand your fejfe fo cleerely 
As it behooucs my daughter and your honor, 
Whatisbecwecneyou giue mevp the truth. 

Of he. He hath my Lord of late made many tenders 
Of his affc&ion to me. 

Pol. Affcftionjpuh.you fpeakelikeagreene girie, 
Vnfifted in fuch perrilous circumftance. 

Doe you belieue his tenders, as you call them ? 

Of he. I doc not know my Lord what I fhould thinke. 

To!. Marry I will teach you.thinke yourfelfea babie. 
That you haue tane thefe renders for true pay. 

Which are not fterling:tendcr your fclfc moredcarely 
Or (not to crack the winde of the poorc phrafe) 

Wrong it thus, youle tender me a foole. 

Of he . My Lord he hath importun’d me with louc 1 

In honorable faftiion. 

Tol. I,fafliion you may call it, go to, go to. 

Of he. And hath giuen countenance to his fpeech 
My Lord, with almoft all the holy vowes ofheauen. 

Tol. Lfprings to catch wood-cocks, I doe know 
When the blood burnes.how prodigall the loule 
Lends the tongue vowes, thefe blazes daughter 
Giuing more light then heate,extin& in both 
Euen in their promife,as it is a making 
You muft not tak’t for fire: from this time 
Be fome-thing fcanter of your maiden pre/ence 
Set your intreatments at a higher rate 
Then a command to parle ; lor Lord Hamlet, 

Belieue fo much in him, that he is young. 

And with a larger teder may he W3lke 
Then may be giuen you : in lew Ophelia, 

Doe not belieue his vowes.for they are brokers 
Not of that die which their inueftments fhovv 
But meet ? implorators of vnholy fuites. 

Breathing likefandtified and pious bonds : 

The better to beguile : this is for all, 

I, would not in plainc tennes from this time foorth 
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Prime ofDettmarke, 

Haueyoufo {launder any moments leaiure 
As to giue words ortalke with the Lord Hamlet, 

Looke too’t I charge you, come your wayes. 

Ofhe. I {hall obey my Lord. Exeunt, 

Enter Hamlet, Horatio, and Marcellas . 

Ham. The ayre bites fhroudly, it is very coldc. 

H ora. It is nipping , and an eager ayre. 

H am. What hour now? 

H ora. Ithinkeitlackesoftwelue. 

Mar. No, it is fttookc 

1 1 or. Indcede ; I heard i! not, it then drawes neere the feafon. 
Wherein the fpirit held his wont to w’alke F/ori/h of tram w . 

What does this meane my Lord l pets and z. peeves goes cff t 

H am. The King doth wa!kc tonight ar.dtakes his tovvl'c, 
Keepes waficll and the fwaggring vp- fpring reeles : 

And as he draines his drafts of Rcnnifti downe. 

The kettle drumme and trumpet, thus bray out 
The triumph of his pledge. 

H ora. Is it a cuft erne ? 

Him, Imarryift, 

But to my mind, though I am natiue hcere 
And to the manner borne, it is a cuftomc 
Mote honcurd in the breaen then the obfcruance. 

This heauy-he.ided reucllc Eaft and Weft 
Makes vs tradu’ed and taxvdof other Nations, 

They clip vs drunkards and with fwintfh phrafe 
Soyleour addition, and indeed it takes 
Fiom our atchieuements, though perform’d at height 
Thepith and marow of our attribute, 

So oft it chances in particulcr men. 

That for fome vitious mole of nature in them 
sin their birth v* herein they are not guilty, 

( *nc nature cannot choofe his origen) 
y their orc-grow’th offome complexion 
if breaking downe tlie Pales and Forts ofreafon, 
f y fome habitc that too much ore-leauens / 

ciorme ofplaufiuc manners, that thclc men 
g 1 fay the ftamp ofonc aefc& 

Being 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Being Natures liuery, or Fortunes ftarre. 

His Vcrtues els be they as pure as grace. 

As infinit as man may vndergoc, 

Shall in the general! cenfure take corruption 
From that particular Fault : the dram of cafe 
Doth all the noble fubftance of a doubt 
To his ownc fcandali, 

Enter Ghoft. 

Hora. Looke my Lord it comes. 

Ham. Angels and Minifters of grace defend rs ! 

Be thou a fpirit of healthy or goblin damn’d. 

Bring witn thee ayres from heauen, or blafts from hell. 

Be thy intents wicked or charitable, 

Thou com’ftin fuch a queftionable fhape. 

That I will fpeaketo thee. He call thee Hamlet, 

King, father, royall Dane, 6 anfwere mec, 

Let mee not burft in ignorance, but tell 
Why thy Canoniz’d bones hcarfed in death 
Haue burft their cerements ? why the Sepulcher, 

Wherein wee faw thee quietly interr’d 
Hath opt his ponderous and marble iawes. 

To caft thee vp againc ? what may this meane 
That thou dead corfc, againc in compleat fteele 
Reuifites thus the glimfes ofthe Moonc, 

Making night hideous, and wee fooles of nature 
So horridly to (hake our difpofition 
Wich thougbtes beyond the reaches of our foules. 

Say why is this, wherefore, what fhould wee doe* ? Betkmi, 

Hora,. It beckons you to goe away with it 
As ifitfome impartmer.t did defire 
To you alone. 

'Jtear. Looke with what curteous a<SHon 
It wauesyou to a more remooued ground. 

But doe not goe with it. 

H ora. No, by no mcanes. 

Ham. It will not fpeake, then I will follow it, 

Hora' Doe not my Lord. 

H am. Why?what fhould bee the fe are, 

2 doe not fet my life at a ( pinnes fee, . v $ 

And 
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Prince ofDenwarke • 

And for my foule,what can it doe to that 
Being a thing immortal! as it felfe; 

It waues me forth againe,Ile follow it. 

H ora. What if it tempt you towards the flood my Lord, 

Or to the drcadfull fomnet of the eleefe 
That bettels ore his ba fe into the fea. 

And there alfume fomc other horrible forme 
Which might depriue your foueraignty of reafon. 

And draw you into madncfie.thinke of it. 

The very place puts toyes of defperation 
Without more motiue,into eucry braine 
That lookes fo many fadoms tothcfca 
Andheares it rore beneath. 

Ham. It waues me frill, 

Goe on, He follow thee. 

Mar. You (hall not goe my Lord, 

Ham, Hold ofyour hands. 

H ora. Berul’d,youfhallnotgoe. 

H am. My fate cries out 
And makes each petty artyre in this body 
As hardy as the Nemean Lyons nerue; 

Still am I cal d, vnh and me Gentlemen ^ 

By heauen He make a Ghoft of him that lets me, 

I fay away, goe one, He follow thee. Exit ghoft andHmlet, 

Her. He waxes defperate with imagination. 

(JWar. Lets follow, cis not fit thus to obey him. 
hera. Haue after,to what iflue will this come? 

M*r. Something is rotten in the Sate ofDcnmarko* 

H era, Heauen will diretSt it. 

Mar, Nay lets follow him. Exemt t 



Enter Q hoft and Hamlet. 

Ham. Whether wilt thou lcadc me,fpeake,lle 
Gboii. Marke me. 

Ham. I will. 



Gho fi- My houreisalmoft come 
When I to fulphrous and tormenting flames 
mift render vp my felfe. 

Ham, Alafle poore Ghoft, 



goe no further. 



Da 



Qfafl 



The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Ghoft. Pitty me not,but lend thy ferious hearing 
to what I fhall vnfold. 

Ham. Speake 1 am bound to here, 

Ghoft. So art thou to reuenge, when thou ftulrhcare. 

H am. What? 

Ghoft, I am thy fathers fpfrir, 

Doomd for a ccrtaine tearme to walke the night. 

And for the day confind to faft in fires, 

Till the foule crimes done in my daies of natu-e 
Arc burnt and purg’d away : but that I am forbid 
To tell the fccrcts ofmyprifon-hotife, 

I could a tale vnfolde whofe lighted word 
Would harrow vp thy foule, freeze thy youn<* Mood, 
Make thy two eyes like fiat s ftart from their fpberes, 

Thy knotted and combined locks to part. 

And each particular haire to fiand an end, 

L ke q tils vpon the fearefull Porpentine: 

But this eternall blazon muft not be 1 

To eares offlefh and blood lift,lift,0 lift. 

If thou did’ft euer thy deare father loue. 

H am. O God. 

Ghoft. Reuenge his foule, and moft rnnaturallmurther. 

H am. Murther. 

Ghoft, Murther moft fou!e,as in the beft it is, 

But this moft foule, ftrange and vnnaturall. 

Ham. Haft me to know’t,that I with wings as fwift. 
As meditation,or the thoughts ofLoue ' 

May fweepe to my reuenge. 

Ghoft I find thee apt. 

And duller fhouldeft thou be then the fat weedc 
That rootes it felfe in eafe on Lethe wharffc, 

W ould ft thou not fturre in this ; now Hamlet heare, 

Tis giuen out,that Seeping in my Orchard, 

A Serpent ftung me,fo the whole care of Denmarke 
Is by a forged procelTcof my death 
Ranckely abufed:but know thou noble Youth, 

The Serpen t that did fting thy fathers life 
Now wcares his Crowne. 

Ham. Q my prophetike foule ! my Vncle; 



frtnee of Deatrarke. 

Ghoft. I that inceftuous,that adulterate besft, 

With witchraftofhis wits.with trayterous gifts, 

0 wicked wit,and giftes that haue the power 

Sotofcducc } vvonne to his fhamfullluft 

The will of my moft feeming vertuous Qucenej 

0 H««?/rt,vvli£it falling off was there 

From me whofe Jcue was of that dignity 

That it went hand in hand,eucn with the vow 

Imadetoherin marriage,and todecline 

Vpon a wretch whofe natutal! gifts were poore, 

Tothofofmine; but vertueasitneuerwill be mooued, 

Though lewdnefte court it in a flhape of heauen 

So but though to a radiant Angle linckt. 

Will fort it felfe in acclcftiall bed 
And pray on g arbage. 

But loft, me thinkes I feent the morning ayre, 

Bricfe let me be ; fleeping withm my Orchard, 

My cuftome alwayes of the ahernoone, 

Vpon my fecure hourr,thy Vncle ftol e 

Withiuyceofcurfed Hebona in a via]!. 

And in the porches of my eares did poure, 

Thcleaprous diftilmenr, whole cffcSt 

Holds fuch an enmity with blood ofman. 

That fwift as quickfilucr it courfts through 

The naturail gates and allies of the body. 

And with a fodaine vigour it doth ppfTefTe 

T l ? rde ll!ce ea P cr droppings into m/tke, 

S 1 I” a d "' hoIfome b,ood ; fo mine, 

And a moft inftant tetter barkt about 

Laitcrl ikewith vile and lothfome cruft 
AUmyfmooth body. 

hiis was J fl ee p in g b y a brothers hand, 
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The Tragedy (/Hamlet 

Let not the roy all bed of Denmarke be -i 

A couch for luxury and damned inceft. 

But hovvlomcuer thou purfues this aft, 

T ain’t not thy minde.nor let thy foule corn rare 
Againft thy mother ought, leauc herto heauen. 

And to thofe thornes that in herbofomc lodge 
To pricke and fling her.-fare thee well at once, 
TheGlovvorme fhewesthc matine to be neere 
And gins to pale his vneffeftuall fire, 
Adiew,adiew,adiew,rcmember me. 

H am. O all you holl of hcauenlO earth! what elfc, 
Andfhalll coupplehell,0 fielhold.my heart. 

And you my finnowes;grow notinftantold. 

But beare me fvviftly vp, remember thee, 

1 thou poote Ghoft whiles memory holds a feate 
In this diftrafted globe, remember thee, 

Yea,from the table of my memory 
lie wipe away all triuiall fond records. 

All faweofbookes,allformes,all preflurespaft 
Thatyouthand obferuation coppied there. 

And thy commandement all alone (hall liue. 
Within the booke and volume of my braine 
Vnmix- with bafer matter, yes by heaueu. 

O moll prenicious woman. 

Ovillaine,villaine, fmiling damned villaine. 

My tables, meet it is I fet it downe 

That one may finite. and finite, and be a villaine. 

At b-aft I am fare it may be fo in Denmarke. 

So Vncle.there you are,now to my word. 

It is adew,adew,rcracmbcr me. 

Ihauefworn’t. 

Enter Horatio, and tMarcellw, 
Hard. My Lord, my Lord. 

C. Mar. Lord Hamlet, 

Hora. Heauens fecurehim, 

Ham, So be it. 

Afar, I!Io,bo,ho,my Lord. 

. _ Warn. HUlo,ho,ho,boy come^nd come. 






! 






n ; r»A 



Prince of Denmarke . 

Mar, How i ff my noble Lord ? 

H ora. 0,wonderfull! 

Jf or. Good my Lord tell it. 

H am. No,you will rcueale it. 

H ora Not I my Lord by heauen.' 

Mar, Nor I my Lord. 

Ham, How lay you then,would hart of man once tbinke it. 
But you’le be ferret. 

Bor jM by heauen. 

Ham. There’s ncuer a villaine, 

Dwelling in all Denmarke 
But hee’s an arrant knaue. 

Hera. There needs no Ghoft my Lord, come from the graut 
To tell vs this. 

Ham. Why right,you are in the right. 

And fo without more circumftance at all, 

I hold it fit that we ftiake hands and parr, 

Tou.as your bufinefle and defire fhall point you, 

Foreuery man hath bufinefle and defire 
Such as it is,and for my ownc poore part 
I will goe pray. 

Hora. Thefe are but wilde and whurling words my Lor -> 

Yes f^h h am j*" 0rr ^ the ? °^ cnc ^ y°U heartily, 

Hera, There s no offence my Lord. 

H am. Y es by Saint Patrickbux. there is Horatio, 

And much offence to, touching this vifion heere, 

It is an honeft Ghoft,that let me tell you, 
ror your defire to know whit is betweene rs, 

re-maifter it as you -nay, and now good friends. 

As you arc friends,fchollers,and fouldicrs, 
ij, “ e me onepoore requeft. 

era. What i'll my Lord, we will. 



H 

'Both. 



M “v *.orOjWewill. 

::M; , iXc l ;ro','' b * tyouliau ‘ rc “ t,o ^ hi ’ 

>. Nay [ 

H era. In faith 



Ham. Nay but fwear't. 



- my Lord not I. 
r ' ^ or ^ m y Lord in faith. . 



Hat/p, 
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The Tragedy */H amlct 

Ham. Vppon my fword. 

Ma>-. vVec haue fworne my Lord already. 

H.<». Indeed vppon my fword, indeed. 

Ghofi crjes vnder the Stage. 

(jbsfl. Sweare. 

H am. Ha, ha, boy, fay’ft thou fo, art thou there true pdhny ? 
Come on, you heare this fellow in the Selletige, 

Confenc to fweare. 

H ora, Propofe the oath my Lord. 

Ham. Neuer to fpeakc of this that you haue feene. 

Sweat e by my fword. 

Ghofi. Sweare, 

H am hie , & vbfiat % then weele fliift our ground : 

Come hether Gentlemen 

And 1 ay your hands againe vpop my fword, • 

d'weare by my fword 

Neuer ro fpeakc of this that you haue heard. 

Ghofi . Sweare by his fword. * 

H am. Well faid old Mole, canft worke it’h earth fo faft, 

A worthy Pioner once more remooue good friends. 

H ora. O day and night, but this is wondrous ftrangc. 

H am. And therefore as a Iff anger giuc it welcome. 

There are more thinges in heauen and earth Horatio 
Then are dream’t ofinyourPhtlofophy : but come 
Heere as before, neuer fo helpe you mercy, 
fHow ftrangeor odde fo mere I beare my felfe. 

As I perchance hcereafter fhall th.nkc meet* 

To put an Antikedifpofitionon - 

That you atfuch timesfecing mee, neuer fhall 

With armes incombred thus, orthis head Ihake, 

Oi by pronouncing of lome doubtfull phrafe. 

As, well, well wee know, or wee could and if wee would, 

Or ifwee lift co fpeakc, or there be and il they might, 

Or fuch ambiguous giuing out, to note) 

That you knowe ou^ht of mee, this do fweare. 

So grace and mercy at your moil aecde helpe you. 

Ghofi. Sweare. 

Warn. Reft, reft perturbed fpirit : fo Gentlemen, 

With all my loue I doe commend me to you, - r^Ai 
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Prince of Benmarke* , 

And what lo poore a man as Hamlet is. 

May doe t exprefle his loue and frending to you 
God willing IhaJl notlackc/let vs goe in together. 

And lti.1 your fingers on y ..ur Jips I pray. 

The time is out of iovnt.O curfed fpight! 

That euer I was borne to fee it right; ° 

Nay come, lets goe together. Exeunt „ 

Enter eld ‘P olonius ,with his man or two. 

To!. Glue him this mony,and thefc two notes Reyna!, 
Key. I will my Lord. J 

Pol. You fii all doe raaruelous wifely good Reynaldo^ 
Before you vifitc him, to make inquire, 

Ofhis behauiour. 

Key. My Lcrd.I did intend it. 

Pol. Mary well faid,vcry well laid ,Iooke you fir. 
Enquire me firft what Oanskers are in Paris. 

And how, and who, what meancs,and where they keepe, 
Vihat company, at what cxpence.and finding, 

By this encompafmcnt aiui drift of queftion 

That they d .>c know my fonne,co.i:e you more necrcr 

Tnenyour pcrtic uler dcroaunds will tuch it. 

Take you as t were lomc diftant knowledge ofhim. 

As thus,I know his father, and hi* friends. 

And in part him,docyou marke this Reynaldo! 

Key. I, very well my Lord. 

p ' n P art ^’ ,n >l ,ut you may fay,nut well, 

Kut y fi be he I meant,hee’ s very wilde, 

Audited fo and fo, and there put on him 
uat forgeriesyou p!eale,ma'ry none fo ranck 
As may dilhononr him.takc heed of that, 
cut nr, fuch wanton, wild. and vfuall flips, 
s are companions noted and moft knowne 
10 youth and libertie. 

%• As gaming my Lord. 

Or,/ \l ,0t ^“u^uig.fencingTwcaring, 

R tre “ 1 S» c l ra l ) bing,you may goefo farre. 
e y. My Lord, that would dilhonour him, 

° • fay ,h as you may feafon it in the charge. 



The Tmgedie ^Hatnlct 

You muft not put another fcanciall on him. 

That he is open to incontinency, 

That’s not my meaning.but bre«th bis faults fo quently 
Thatthey may feeme the taints ofliberty, ' ‘ 

The flafli and out-bi eake of a fiery, mind, o- ; 

A fauagenes in vnreclamed bloodj 
Ofgcnerall aflault. 

Rey. But my good Lord. 

P ol. Whetefor fhould you doe this? 

Rey. I my Lord, I would know that. 

IV. Marry fir,heer’s my drift,. 

And I beleeue it is a fetch of wit. 

You laying thefcflighcfullics on my fbnne 
As t’were a thing a little foyld with woi king, 

Markc you, your party inconuerfe.himyou would found 
Hauing euer fecne in the prenominat crimes 
The youth youbreath.of guilty, be aflur d 
He clo es with you in this cofcquence. 

Good fir, (or fojor friend.or Gentleman, 

According to the phrafe,orthe addition 
Of man and country. 

Rey. Very good my Lord, 
p 4 l. And then fir doos a this, a doos.- what was I about to fay? 
By the mafic I was about to fay fomeching, 

Where did Ueaue? 

Rey. At clofes in the confequence. 

P ol. At clofes in the confequencc,I marry,. 

He clofes thus, I know the Gentleman 
lfaw himycfterday,orth’other day. 

Or then, or then,with fuch or fuch,and as you fay, 

There was a gaming there, or tooke in’s rowfc. 

There falling out at Tcnnis>or perchance 
3 faw him enter fuch or fuch a houfc of falc, 
Videfiict,abrothell,or fo fourth, fee you now. 

Your bait offal/hoodrtake this carpe of t ruth. 

And thus doe we of vvildome.and of reach. 

With windlcfles rand with afiaies of bias. 

By indireiSls find directions out. 

So by my former leCture and aduife 



* 

Vr'tnte cfDenmrke. 

Shall you my fonnejyou haue mc,haucyou not? 

*Rey, My Lord, 2 haue. 

Pol. God buy yec,faryee well. 

Rey. Good my Lord. 

ToL Obferuc his inclination in your felfc, 

Rey. Ifli all my Lord, 

Pol. And let him ply his naufique. 

Rej. Well my Lor d. ExitRy\ 

Enter Ophelia . 

Polo. FarweJl. How now Op 'r//^,whats the matter? 
Ophe . O my Lord.my Lord, I haue bcene fo affrighted. 
Polo. With what i’th name o( God? 

Op he. My Lord, as 1 was footing in my cloffet, 

Loru Wamlet with his doublet all vnbrac’d. 

No hat vpon his head his flockins fouled, f . 
Vngartred.and downegyred.ib hi* ai.kle. 

Pa e as his fhirr,l is* knees knockingeacn other. 

And with alonkefo pi trious in purport 
Asifhchadbeencloofod out 01 h.ll 
Tofpeake of horrors, he comes before me. 

Polo . Mad for thy louc? 

Ophe }Ay Lord I do not know, - t \ , 

But truly ] doc fearc ir. 

Polo, Whatfaidhe? 

Ophe. He tooke me by the wriffand held me hard. 
Then goes he to the length of all his.arme. 

And with his ocher hand thus ore his brow. 

He falls to fuch perufall of my face 
As a would draw it;!ong ftayd he fo. 

At Jaffa little fhaking of mine arme. 

And thrice hishead thus wauing vp and downe, 

He raifed a figh fo pictious and profound. 

As it did Iceme to fhattcr all his bulke, 
ud end his being ; that doneffe lets me go. 

And with his head ouer his fooulders turn'd 

feem d to find his way without his eyes, ; 

01 out a doores he went without their helps, > 

°d to thclaft bended their light on me. 

£ 2 
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The 7 * ragedte ^Hamlet 

To'. Come,goe with me, I willgoe feeke the King, 

This is the very ext 3 cy of loue, 

Whofe violent property forgoes it felfe, 

Anti leads the will to defperat vndertakings 
As oft as any paflions vnder heauen 
That dooes at'fl:£t our natures *. I am forry. 

What, haue you giuen him any hard words oflate? 

Of be. No my good Lord, but as you did commaund 
I did repcll his leuers.-and denied 
His accefie to me. 

Pol. That hath made him mad. 

I am lorry,that with better heede and judgement 
1 had not cotcd him, I fear’d he did but trifle 
And meant to wracke thec,but befhrow my Ieloufic: 

By heauen it is as proper to our age 
To caft beyond our felues in our opinions. 

As it is common for the younger lore 
To lack Jifctetion ; come,goe we to the King, 

This muft be knowne, which beeing kept dole, might moue 
More griefe to hidc,thcn hate to vttcr loue. 

Come. Exeunt . 

Florijh. Enter K »g and Qyeene,Rofencraus and 

Guyldenflerne. 

King. Welcome deere Rofencratsj and Guyldenjlerne , 
Moreoucr,that we much did long to fee you. 

The need we hauc to vfe you did prouokc 
Ourhafly fcnding,ibmething haue you heard 
Of Hamlets transformation fo call it, 

Sith nor th’excerior,nor the inward man 
Rclembles that it was, 'what it fliouid be, 

More then his fathers death, that thus hath put him, 

So much fromthcVnderftanding of himfcltc 
Icannnot dreameof: ! entreat you both, 

1 hat beeing of fo young daies brought vp with him. 

And fith lo neighbored to his youth and hau r. 

That you voutfafe your reft heere in our Court 
Some little time.fo by your companies 
To draw him on to pleafures, and to gather 
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Prime ofDetimarke. 

So much as from occafion yo i may gleane, 
Whetheronghttovsvnkiwnc affluiU him thus, 
Thatopend res within our remedy. 

Quee Good gentlemen, '".e hath much talkt ofyou. 
And fine I am,t.v omen there are nor Ruing, 

Towhotne he mor: adhere ,ific will plcalc you 
To fhew vs f° much gentry and good will, 

As to extend your : ime with vs a while. 

For the iupply and profit of our hope, 

Your vilitacion (ha ! receiue fuch thankes 
As fits a Kings remembrance. 

R of. Both your Mai. flies 
Might by the foucraignc power you haue of vs. 

Put your dread pleafures mote into commaund 
Then to intreaty. 

Guyl. But wc both obey, 

And here giue vp our felues in the full bent. 

To lay our feruice freely at your feetc 

Kmg. T hankes Rofencraus t &nd gentle Guyldenjlerut, 
Quee. Thankes Guyldenjlerne , aud gentle Rofcencraus. 
And I befecch you inftantly to vifite 
My too much changed fonnergee fo:ne o r you 
And bring thefe gentlemen where Hamlet is. 

Guyl, Heauens make our prelcnce and our pi a&ices 
Pie alar.t and helpfullto him. 

Quee. I Amen. Exeunt Rofand Guy Id. 

Enter Polonius. 

( Pel. Th’embafladors from Norway my good Lotd, 
Arc ioyfully returnd. 

King, Thou ftill haft beene the father of good newes.. 
Pol. Har.e 1 my Lord ? I allure my good Liege 
I hold my duty as I hold my foule. 

Both to my God.and to my gracious King; 

And 1 doe thinke.or elfe this braine of mine 
Hunts not the trayle of policie lo fure 
As it hath vfd to doe, that 1 haue found 
The verycaufe of Hamlets lunacy, 

King, o fpeake of that, that do 1 long to heare. 

E 3 
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The Tragedy of H amlet 
P olo, Giuefirft admittance to th’embafladors. 

My newes {hall be the frute to that great feaft. 

King. Thy fette doe grace to them, and bring them in. 
He tells me my decree : C [ertrud he hath found 
The head and fource ofall your Tonnes dittemper. 

Quje.l doubt it is noother but the mainc, 

His fathers deatb,and our hafty faaruage. 




m 







Enter Embajfidors. 

King. Well,vve fhall fife him,welcomc my good friends, 

Say ZJoltemand y what from our brother Norway} i 

V* ilte. Mo if faire returne of greetings and defires; 

Vpon our firft,hc fent out to (uppreffe 
His Nephews leuies, which to him appeard 
To be a preparation gainft the c Pollacl>f 9 
But better iookt into, he truly found 
It was againfi your highnefle, whereat gveeu’d 
That fohis ficknL{Te,age,and impotence 
Was falfely borne in hand^fends out arrefts 
On FortenbraJfeyY .' h i ch he in breeft obeyes, 

Receiues rebuke from Norway , and in fine. 

Makes vow before his Vnclc 3 neuer more 
To gtue ih affay of Armes againft your Maiefty: 

Whereon old Norway ouercomc with ioy, 

Ciues him thrcelcoie ihoufand crownes in anuall fee, 

And hiscommiffion to imploy thofe fouldiers. 

So leuicd(as before)agairift the P ollacke } 

With an entreaty herein further fhone, 

That it might pleafe you to giue quiet pafie 

Through your dominions for this enterprife 

On fuch regards of fafety and allowance 

As therein are fet downe. > r< 

• King. It likes vs well. 

And at our more considered time, wce’le read, 

Anfwer,and thinke vpon this bufines: 

Meane time,we thank c you for your well tooke labour, 

Goc to your reft, at night weele feaft together, 

Mod welcome home, Exeunt Embajfaders, 

P */. This bufines is well ended. 

My 
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Prime of Denmark e . 

My Liege and Maddam, to expoftulate 
Whatmaietty fhould be, what duety iy. 

Why day is day, night night, and time is time, 1 
Were nothing but to watt night, day, and time, 

Therefore breuity is the fouleof wit. 

And cedioufncs the limmes and outward floridaes,- 
1 will be breefe your noble fonne is mad : 

Mad call I it, for to define true madnes. 

What ift but to be nothing elfc but mad? 

But let thatgoe. 

Quee. -More matter with lefle art. 

Tol, Maddam, I fweare I vfc no art at all. 

That hee’s mad tis true, tis true, tis pitty, 

And pitty tis, tis true, a foolifh figure. 

But farewell ic, for 1 will vfe no art. 

Mad let vs grant him then, and now remaines 
That wee find out the caufeofthis effeft. 

Or rather fay the caufeofthis defedt 
For this effetf defe&itie comes by caufc ! 

Thus it remaines and the remainder thus 
Perpend, 

I haue a daughter, haue while fhe is mine. 

Who in her duety and obedience, marke. 

Hath giuen me this, now gather and furmife, 

To the Celestial am\ my foules Ids l, the msfi beau - 
tfied Ophelia, that's an ill phrafe, a. vile phrafe, 
beautified is a vile phrafe , but you [hall heare : thus 
in her excellent white bofome y theft C'c. 

Quee. Camcth s frenr Hamlet to hei ? 

1V ; . Good Maddam ttay awhile, I will be faithful!, 

Don't thou the (la-res are fire , Letter . . 

Doubt that the Sunne doth mooHCy 
d)oubt truth to be a lyer 9 
Btitnetier doubt I lone. 

0 dcci e Ophelia, I am ill at theft numbers, I haue not art to rpc- 
ftcnmy groanes . but that I loue thee beft 5 Oh moft beft be- 
eeue it! adew. Thine euermorc moft deare Lady vvhilft this 
machine is to him, 

This in obedience hath my daughter flhovvn me, (Hamlet* 
ndntore about hath his folicitin^s 



As 




The Yr.tgedy of Hamlet 

As they fell out by time, by meanes, and place. 

All giiien to mine eare. 

King. But how hath flic rcceiu’d his Ioue ? 

Pol. What doe you chinke of me? 

King. As of a man faithful! and honorable, 

p oL I would faine proue fo, but what might you thinke 
When I had feene this hot loue on the wing? 

As I perceiu’d it ( I mull tell you that) 

Before my Daughter told me, what might you, 

Ormy deare Maiefty your Queenc heere thinke. 

If I had plaid the Deske, or T able booke. 

Or giuen my heart a working mute and dumbe, 

Orlookt vppon this loue with idle fight, 

What might you thinke ? no, I went round to worke, 

And my yong Millriffc this I did befpeake. 

Lord Hamlet is a Prince out of thy ftarre. 

This mull not bee : and then l prefenpts gaue her 
Thatfhe Ibould locke her felfefrom nis refort. 

Admit no meflengers,receiue no token s. 

Which done fhe tooke the fruites of my aduife. 

And hee repel d, a fhort tale to make, 

Fell into a fadnes, then into a faft. 

Thence to a watch, thence into a weakenefle. 

Thence to Iightnes, and by this declenfioa, 

Into the madnes wherein now hce raucs. 

And all wee meurne for. 

King. Doe you thinke this ? 

Qnee. Ic may bee very like. 

Pot. Hath there bcenefuch a time, I would faine know that, 
That I liaue pofitiuely faid, tis fo. 

When it prou’d other wife? 

King. Not that I know. 

Pol. Take this, from this, if this be otherwife; 

If circumftanccs leade mee, I will find 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeede 
Wi f hin theCenter. 

Ki -g. How may wee try it forther ? 

Pol, You know fometimes hccwalkesfoare houres togethet 
Heere in the Lobby. n 



Prince of Dentnarke, 

Quee. Soe he does indeede. 

Pel. Ac fuch a time; ile loofe my daughter to him. 

Be you and I behind an Arras then, 

Marke the encounter, if he loue her not. 

And bee not from his reafon faine thereon 
Let me be no affiftant for a ftate 
But keepc a farme and carters. 

King. Wee will trye it. 

Enter Hamlet. 

Q ttec. But looke where fadly the poore wretch comes reading 
Pel. Away, I doe befeech you both away, Exit King and Quee. 
lie bord him prcfently.oh gHie me lcauc, 

How does my good Lord Hamlet ? 

Ham. Well,God a mercy. 

Pol. Doc you know me my Lord? 

H am. Excellent well,you are a Fifftmonger, 

Pol. Not I my Lord. 

Ham. Then 1 would you were fo honeft a man. 

Pel. Honeft my Lord. 

Ham,. I fir to be honeft as this world goes. 

Is to be one man picktoutof tenne thoufand, 

Pol. That's very true my Lord. 

Ham. Forifthefunne breed maggots in a dead dogge,being 
a good kifling carrion. Hauc you a daughter? 

Pol. I hauc my Lord. 

Ham. Let her not walke i*th Sunne, conception is a blefing. 
But as your daughter may conceaue,friend looke to’t, 

Pol. How fay you by that, ftill harping on my daughter, yet he 
knewmenot atfirft, afayd I wasa Fiflamonger, aisfarregone, 
andttuelyinmy youth, I fuffred much extremity for loue, very 
nwre this. lie fpeakc to him againe. What doe you read my 

Ham. Woru's,words,words. 

¥°l. What is the matter my Lord, 

Ham, Bctwcene who. 

Imeane the matter that you read my Lord. 
ff ' glanders fir;for the fatericall rogue faies here , that old 
J.aue gray beards, that their faces are wrinckled, their eyes 
v gln S « Amber, & plunutrce gum,& that they haue a picn- 
ic tifull 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

tifull lackc of wit, together with mo ft weake hams, all which fit 
though I moft powerfully and potently belieue , yet I hold it not 
honefty to haue it thus fet do wne.for your felfe fir (hall grow old 
as I am ; iflike a Crab you could goe backeward. ( 

P«/. Though this be madneflc, yet there is method in t,wli you 
walkeour of the ayremy Lord' 

H am. Intomygraue. 

Volo. Indcede that’s oat of the ayre ; how pregnant fometimes 
his replies are,a happines that often madnes hits on, which reafon 
and fanftity could not fo profperoufly be dliuered of. I will leaue 
him and my daughterly Lord, l wi'l cake my leaue ofyou. 

FLiot.You carmottake from me any thing that 1 will not more 
willingly part ysithall i except my life , except my hfc.except my 
Jif C- Enter Cjmlderf erne , and Rofoncraus. 

Volo, Fare you well my Lord. 

Ham. Thcle tedious old fooles, 

Voli, You goc to feeke the Lord Hamlet t there he is. 

R of. God l'aue you fir. 

Guyl. My honor’d Lord. 

Rof. My moft deere Lord. 

H am. My exelcnt good friends , ho v doft thou (jutldcrjtem! 
A Rofencrauf,good lads how doe you both? 

Rof. As the indifferent children of the earth. 

Guyl. Happy, in that we are not cuet happy on Fortunes lap, 
We are not the very button. 
iH am. Nor the l'oles of her fhooe. 

Rof. Neither my Lord. 

Hrfw.Then you liue about her waft,or in the mtdulc of her w 
"'Guyl, Faith her priuates we. ( u0,s ‘ 

H 4 .I 11 the fecret parrs of fortune, oh moft true.fhcis a (trumpet 

Whacnewes? • 

%nf. None my Lord,but the worlds grownehoneft. 

H am. Then isDoomes day ncere,but your newes is not true; 
But in die bcaren way of friend (hip, what make you at Elfonowe. 
Rof. To vifityou my Lord.no other occafion. . 

H<w»,Begger thac 1 am, l am euer poore in thankes.but 1 than 
you, and fure deare friends, my thankes are too deare ahal[p«|r 
were you not fent for?is it your owne inclining? is it a free vn 
tian?comc,comc, deale iuftiy with me, conic, comc,nay pea 

Guy, What fhould wc fay my Lord? 




Prime rfDettmdrke, 

\\*r». Any thing but to’th purpofejyou were fent for, and there is 
akind of confeffion In your lookes , which your modeftyes hauc not 
craft enough to cullour, I know the good King and Queene haue 
fent for you. 

R of To what end my Lord ? 

Warn. That you muft teach me :but let me coniure you , by the 
rights of our fellowfhjppe \ by the confonancy of our youth, by the 
obligation of our euer preferued Ioue; and by what more deare a 
better propofer can charge you withall, bee euen and direct with 
mee whether you were fent For or no- 
R of, What fay you ? 

H am Nay then I haue an eye of you, if you loue me hold not off* 
Guyl My Lo d wee werefent for. 

H am. I will tell you why fo fhallhny anticipation preuent your 
difeouery, and your fecrecic to the King and Queene moult no fea- 
ther, I haue of late, but wherefore I know not, loft all my mirth, 
forgon all cuftome of cxercifes, and indcede it goes foe heauily with 
mydifpoficion .that this goodly frame the earth , feemestomee a 
ftetillpromontoric, this moft excellent Canopie the ayre, looke 
you, this brauc ore-hanged firmament, this maieflicall roofe fret- 
ted with golden fire, why it appearth nothing to meebut'a foule 
and pefiilcnt congregation of vapours. What peece ofwotke is a 
man , how noble in reafon , how infinit in faculties , in fbrene and 
mooning, how exprelfs and admirable in atftion, how like an An- 
gell in apprehenfion, how like a God: the beauty ofthe world; the 
parragon of Annimales.and yet to mee, what is this Quinteflence of 
duftr man delights not mec nor woman neither, though by your 
failing you feemeto fay fo. 

fy/* My Lord there was nofuch ft iffe in my thoughts, 

H«w. Why did yee laugh then, when Ifaid man’delights not me. 
no/ To think c my Lord if you delight not in man, what Lenton 
♦ntertainemenr the players fhal receiue from you, wee coted them 
on the way , and hether are the coming to offer you feruicc. 

He thatplayes the King fhal be welcome, his Maiefty dial 
auetributeon mee, the aducntcrous Knight fhal vfe his foylc and 
lr 3«, the louer dial not fing gratis, the humorous man fhal end his 
P»t urpeace an d the Lady fhal fay 4 hcr mind freely: or the blanke 
Vcr eflu! haultfort. What players are they ? 

^wsofab' 0 t ’ 1 °^ C ^ ° U WCfC W ° nt t0 tS ^ C ^ ‘ n > Trag«- 
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The 'fr&gedie ^Hamlet 

H am. How' chances it the trauaile? their rcfidence both in repu. 
tation and profit was better both wayes. 

Rof. I thinke their inhibition , comes by the meanes of the 

late innouation. .... 

H am. Do the hold the fame eftimation they did when I was 
in the City ? are they fo followed? 

Rof. Noindeedearetheynot. 

H am. It is not very ftrange, for my Vnde is King ofDcnmarle 
5c thofethat would make mouths at him while my father liued, 
®iue twenty, forty, fifty, a hundred duckets a peece, for his Pic- 
furein little : s’bloud there is fomething in this more then na- 
turall, ifPhilofophy could find it out. A Florijh. 

Guyl. There are the players 

H am. Gentlemen you are welcome to Elfonoure, your hands, 
come then th’apportenance of welcome is falhion andeeremo- 

nie ; let mee comply with you in this garb : let my extent to the 
players, which I tell youmuftflaowe fayrely outwards, fhould 
more appeare like entertainement then yours? you are wclcomet 
but my Vnclc-father, and Aunt-mother, are deceaued. 

Guyl. In what my deare Lord. 

H am. I am but mad North North weft; when the wind is Sou- 
therly,! know a Hauke, from a hand-faw. 

Enter Polonius. 

To ’. Well be with you Gentlemen. 

H^w.Hark you Guyldenjlerne, 8c you to, are each care a hearer, 
that great baby as you fee is not yet out of his fwadhng clouts. 

Rof. Happily he is the fecond time come to them, for they fay 
an old man is twice a child. 

Ham. I will prophecy that he comes to tell me of the players; 
markett, you fay right fir a Monday morning t was thenindee < 
Pol. My Lordlhauenewcstotellyou. 

H am. My Lord 1 haue newes to tell you : when Rcfftus was 
an Aftorin Rome. 

Tol. The Atftors are come hether my Lord. 

H am. Buz, buz, 

Pol, Vppon my honor. 

Ham. Then came each A&or on his AfTe. , 

Pol. The beft a&ors in the world,eithcr for Tragedy, Comeoy. 
Hiftory,Paftorall,Paftorall-Comicall, Hiftorical-Paftorall, I 



Prime ofDettmarke , 

Indeuidable, or Poem vnlimited. Seneca cannot bee too heauy, 
nor Plautus too light for the lawe of writ, and the liberty : thefe 
arc the onclymen, 

Harn.O leptha Iudgc ofIfraelI,whatatreafurehadftthou? 
Pol. What a treafure had he my Lord ? 

H am. Why one faire daughter and no more, the which lice lo- 
ued palling well. 

Pol. Scill on my daughter. 

Ham. Am I not i’ch right old leptha ? 

Pol. What followes then my Lord l 

Ham> Why as by lot God wot,and then you know it came to 
palfe,as moft like it was ; the firftrowe of the pious chanfon will 
(how you more, for looke where my abridgment comes. 

Enter the Players. 

H am. You are welcome maifters, welcome all , I am glad to fee 
thee well, welcome good friends, oh old friend, why thy face it 
yalanc’d fince I faw thee laft,com’ft thou to beard me inDemark? 
what my young lady and Miftris , by lady your ladilhippe is 
nerer to heauen, then when I faw you laft by the altitude of a 
chopine, pray God yourvoyce like a peeceof vneurrant gold, 
bee not crackt within the ring : maifters you are all welcome, 
weelecnto’t like friendly Faukners, flie at any thing wee fee, 
Weele haue a fpecch ftraitc, come giue vs acafte of your quality, 
come a pafiionate fpeecb. 

P layer. What fpeech my good lord ? 

Ham.I heard thee fpeake me a Ipeeeh once,but it was neuer ac- 
ted, or if it was,notaboue once, for the play I remember plcafd 
not the million, t was cauiary to the gener3l,but it wasas Irccei- 
ued it & others, whofp Judgments in fuels matters cried in the top 
ofmine,an excellent play, well digefted in the feenes , fet downe 
with as much modefty a; cunning. I remember one fayd there 
were no Pallets in the lines , to make the matter fauory,nor no 
matter in the phrafe that might indite the author of affeffion, 
butcald it an honeft method, as wholcfomeas fweet , & by very 
much, mote handfome then fine? one fpeech in’t I chiefly loued, 
t was tsEneas talkc to Ditio,gc there about of it efpec allv when 
hefpeakcsofPr/4w^ flat»ghter,ifit liuein yourmemory begin at 
this line, let me fee, let me ke,thc rugged Pyrlms JikeTh ircanian 

F i bead, 



WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Hamlet (STC 22277) LONDON, l6l1 THE BODLEIAN LIBRARY (Arch. G e. 13) OCtaVO 





7 he tragedievfHimkt 

Bcaft’i tts not it begins with Pyrrhus fnc rugged P;'r rhu, hee 
whole fable armes, 

Blacke as his purpofe did the night refemble. 

When hcc lay couched inth’ominous horfe. 

Hath now this dread and black compleaion fineard, 

W;th het aldy more difmall head to toote, 

Now' is hce totall Gules, horridly trickt 

With blood of fathers, mothers, daughters, fonnes, 

Bak’d and embalmed with the parching ftreetes 
Than lend a tirrsnous and a damned light 
To their Lords murthcr, rolled in wrath and fire. 

And thus ore-cifed with coagulate gore. 

With eyes like Carbuncklcs, the hellifhPjrrA/tf 
Old grandfire P r«» fetkes ; fo proceed you, 

P ol. Forcgod my Lotd well Ipokcn, with good accent and 
P lay. Anon he finds him fgooddifcretion. 

Striking too Ihort at Grcekes, his anticke fword 
Rebellious to his arme, lies where it fals. 

Repugnant to command ; vnequallmatcht, 

Virrhtts at P riant driues, in rage ftrikes wide. 

But with the whiffeand wind of his fell fword, 

Th’vnnerued father fails .• 

-Seeming to feelc this blow*, with flaming top 
Stoopcs to his bafe ; and with a hiddious crafli 
Takes priloncrP irrhus care, for !o his fword 
Which was declining onthe milkie head 
Of reuerent Priam, feem’d i’th ayre to flick. 

So as a painted rirant Pirrhns flood 
Like a newtrall to his will and matter. 

Did nothing : 

But as wee often fee againft fomc florme, 

Afilenceinthe heauens, theracke fland flill. 

The bould winds fpecchlefTe, and theorbe bclowe 
As hufh as death, anone the dread full thunder 
Doth rend the region, fo after p irrhus paufe, 

A rowfed vengeance fees him new a workt. 

And neuer did the Cyclops hammers fall. 

On Marfes Armor forg’d for proofe eternc, 

With leffe remorfe then P irrhus bleeding fword 

Now falls on Priam. _ 
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Trtncecf Denmark*. 

Ouc,cnt^hou flrumpet ForuindalJ you gods, 

In general! finod take away her power, 

Brcake all the fpokcs 3 and felles from her whcclc, 

And boule the round nauc downe the hill of heauen 
As lowe as to the fiends. 

P olo. 1 his is too long* 

H a . t fhal to the barbers with your beard;prethec fay on,he*$ 
for aIig,or a taic ofbawdry,or he fleepcs,fay on,come to H ecnta w 
P/ 47 . But who, a woe, had feene the moblcd Queene, 

H am. The moblcd Qnecnc. 

P olo, That’s good. 

T>Uj . Rimne barefootc rp and downe,thicatning the flames 
With 15 tfen rhume, a clout vpon that head 
Where lace the Diadem flood, and for a robe* 

About her lanck and all ore- teamed loyncs, 

A blancket in the alarme of fcare caught vp. 

Who this had fccne,with tongue in yenom ftcept, 

Gainft fortunes flate would treafpp haue pronounc'd* 

But if the gods themfclues did fee her then, 

Whenfhc law Pirhus make malicious fport 
In mincing with his fword her husbands limmes, 

^he inftanc burft 6f clamor charfhe made, 

Vnlelfc things morcall mooue them not at all, 

Would hauc made milch the burning eyes of heauen 
And paffion in the gods, 

Pol . Looke where he has not turned hiscollour^and has tearei 
in’s eyes prechce no more, > 

H4?#.Ti$. well, lie hauc thee fpeake out the reft of this foone, 
good my Lord will you fee the players well beftowed ; doe you 
hcare, let them be well vfed, for they are the abftradi and breefe 
Chronicles of the time; afteryour death you were better, hauc a 
bad Epitaph then their ill.report while you liue* • « 

Pol . My Lord, I will vfc them according to their defert* 

H Gods bodkin man, much better, vfc cuery man after his 
defert, and who fhall feape whipping, vfe them after your ownc 
honour and dignity , the Icfie they deferue the more merrit is 
in your bounty. Takcthcnrvin. 

Pol. Come firs. 

tk .Follow him friend$ r weekherc a play to raorrow;d©fl thou 

here 
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hcarc me old friend, can you play the murther of GonxAgoi 

P lay, } my Lord. 

Warn. Weelc bau’c to morrow night, you could for needftudy 
a ipeech of fome dolcn lines, or fixtecne lines, which I would fet 
downe and infert in’t.-could you not? 

P lay. I my Lord. 

H.tw.Veiy well, follow that Lord , and looke youmockehim 
not. My good friends, 11c leaue you till nighc,you are welcome 
to Elfonoura, Exeunt Poland Players, 

Rof. Good my Lord. Exit. 

Ham. I fo.God buy to you, now I am alone, 

O what a rogueand pefant flaue an 1 ! 

Is it not monftrous that this player heere 
But in a fixion,in a dreame ot paffion 
Could force his foule fo to his owne conceit 
That from her working all the vifage wand, 

Tearcs in his eyes,diftra&ion in his afpedt, 

A broken voyce,and his whole fundlion futing 
With formes to his conceit;and all for nothing, 

For Hecuba, 

What’s Hecuba to him, or he to her, 

That he flaould wcepe for herJwbat would he doc 
Had he thcmotiue,and that for paffion 
That I haue ? he would drowne the ftage with tearcs. 

And dcaue the generall care with horrid fpcech. 

Make mad the guilty.and appeale the free. 

Confound the ignorant, and amaze indeed. 

The very faculties of eyes and eares;yet I, 

A dull and muddy mettled raskall peake. 

Like /<?6»-a-dreames , vnpregnantofmycaufe. 

Arid can fay nothing;no not for a King, 

Vpon whole property and mod deare life, 

A damn’d defeate was made : am I a coward,^ ■ > 

Who calls me villaine, breakes my pate a crofle, 

Pluckes off my beard, and blowes it in my face, 

Twckes me by the nofc,giues me the lie i'th throatc 
As deepc as to the lunges.- who does me this. 

Hah Is’ wounds I fhould take it : for it cannot be 
But I am pidgion liuerd,and lacke gall 
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Prince of Denwarke. 

To make oppreflion bitter, or ere this 
1 fhould haue fatted all the region kytes 
With this flaues offall, bloody, baudy villaine, 

Remorfelefle, treacherous,letchcrous, kindlefle villaine. 

Why what an Affc am I ? this is moft braue, 

That I the fonne of a deere father murthcred. 

Prompted to my reuenge by heauen and hell, 

Muft like a whore vnpack my heart with words. 

And fall a curfing like a very drabbe ; a ftallion, fie vppont, foh 
About my btaines , hum, I haue heard, 

Thafguilty creatures fitting at a play, 

Haue by the very cunning of thefeene, 

Beene ftrooke fo to the foule, that prefcntly 
They haue proclaim’d their malefa&ions : 

Formurther though it haue no tongue will fpeake 
With moft miraculous organ . lie haue thefe Players 
Play fomthing like the murther of my father 
Before mine Vncle,lle obferue his lookes, 
lie tent him to the quicke, if a. do blench 
1 know my courfe. The fpirit that I haue feene 
May be a diuell, and the diuell hath power 
T’afliime a pleafing fhape; yea and perhaps. 

Out of my wcakcueffe and my melancholly. 

As hee is very potent with fuch fpirits, 

Abufcsmeeto damnemee ; He haue grounds 
More relatiue then this, the play’s the thing 

Wherein lie catch the confcience of the King. Exit, 

■ 

Enter King, Queene , Tolonius, Ophelia , Rofencraus, Guy l - 
denfierne, Lordt 

King. And can you by no drift of conference 
Get from him why hee puts on this confufion. 

Grating fo harfhly all his dayes of quiet 
With turbulent and dangerous lunacic ? 

Rof He doocs confeffe he feeles himfelfe diftra&ed. 

But from whatcaufe a will by ncmcanes fpeake. 

Guyl. Nor do wee find him forward to be founded. 

But with a crafty madnes keepes aloofe ; : 

When yve would bring him on to fotne confefliun 
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Of his true ftate. 

Quee, Did he receiucyou well? 

Rof. Moftlike a gentleman. 

Cuyl. But with much forcing of his dilpofition, 

Rof Niggard of queftion,but of our demands 
Moft free in his reply. 

Quee. Did you allay him to anypaftime ? 

P^sf Maddam,it lb tell out that certaine Players 
We ore-raught on the way, of thde wc cold him. 

And there did feeme in him a kind of ioy 
To heare ofit : they are heere about the Court, 

And as J thinke, they haue already order 
This night to play before him. 

Pol . Tis moft true. 

And he befeecht me to intreat your Maieflies 
To heare and fee the matter. 

King. With all my heart. 

And it doth much content me 
To heare him fo inclin’d. 

Good gentlemen giuc him a futheredge f 
And dnue his purpofc into thele delights. 

Rof. Wc fir all my Lord, Extant R of& Guyl , 

King. Sweet fertrard, leaue vs two. 

For we haue clofely fent for Hamlet hether. 

That he ast were by acccdent,may hccrc 
Affront Ophelia] her father and my fclfe, 

Wce’le fo beftow out felues,that feeing vnfecnc. 

We may oftheir encounter franckely iudge. 

And gather by him as he is behau’d, , - . ■ 

1ft be th affliction ofhis loue or no 
That thus he fuffers for. 

Qee. 1 fliall obey you. 

And for my part Ophelia, I doe wiflh 
That your good beauties be the happy caufe 
Of Hamlets wildnes.fo fliall I hope your vertucs 
Will bring him to his wonted way a<*aine 
To both your honours. ° 3 

Ophe. Maddam,I wiflh it may. 

Pol. Ophelia walkeyou heerc.-gracipusfo pleafe you, 
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Prince of DtnmarU, 

Wc will beftow our felues;readeon this booke. 

That ftiow of luch an excrcifc may collour 
Your lowlineffc; we are oft teo blame in this, 

Tis too much proou’d.that with deuotions vifage 
And pious a&ion, we doe fugarore 
The Diuell himfelfe. 

King, Otis too true. 

How fmart a lafh that fpeech doth giue my confluence’ 
The harlots cheeke beautied with plaftring art. 

Is not more ougly to the thing that helps it. 

Then is my deede to my moft painted word: 

O hcauy burthen: 

Enter Hamlet . 

p ol. I heare him comming,with-draw iriy Lord. 

H am. To be, or not to be,that is the queftion. 
Whether tts nobler in the minde to fufter 
The flings and arrowes of outragiou's fortune. 

Or to take Armes againft a fea of troubles. 

And by oppofing.cnd them:To die to fleepe 
Nomoretand by a fleepe, to fay weend 
Thehart-akc.an’d thethoufand naturall fliocks 
Thatflcfh is heirc to ; tis a confumation 
Deuoutly to be wiflit to die to fleepe. 

To fleepe, perchance to dreame,! there’s the rub. 

For in that fleepe of death what dreamej may come? 
When we haue fliuffled off this mortall coyle 
Muft giuc vs paufe,there s the refpe& 

That makes calamity of fo long life: 

For who would bcarethe whips and fcorncsoftime, 
Th’opprcflbrs wrong, the proude mans contumely. 

The pangs ofoffice,and the lawes delay, 

The infolence of office, and the fput nes 
That patient merrit of tk’vnworthy takes, 

^ hen himfelfe might his quiet as make 
With a bare bodkin;who would fardels bcarc. 

To grunt and fweat vnder a weary life? 

But that the dread offomething after death. 

The vudifeouer’d country, frog) vvhofe botne 
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No trauailer returnes,puzzeJs the will. 

And makes vs lather bearc thole ills we haue. 

Then flie to others that wee know not of. 

Thus confcience dooes make cowards. 

And thus the natiue hiew ofrefolution 
Is ficklcd ore with the pale caft of thought. 

And enterprifes of great pitch and moment. 

With this regard their currents turne awry. 

And loofe the name of action. Soft you now. 

The faire Ophelia, tTimph in thy orizons 
Be all my finnes remembred. 

Ophe. Good my Lord, 

How dooes your honour for this many a day . 7 

H am. I humbly thankeyoujwell, 

Ophe, My Lord,I haue remembrances of yours 
That l haue longed long to re-dcliuer, 

I pray you now receiue them. 

H am. No,not I,Ineuergaue you ought. 

Ophe. My honor’d Lord, you know right well you did. 

And with them words of lo lweet breath compofd 
As made thei'e things more rich.-their perfume loft, 

Take thefe againc,for to the noble mind 
Rich gifts wax poore when giuers prooue vnkind. 

There my Lord. 

H ant. Ha,ha,are you honeft. 

Oph. My Lord. 

Ham. Are you faire? 

Ophe. What meanes your Lord rtiip? 

H am. That ifyou be honeft and faire, you ftiould admit 
nodifeourfetoyour beauty. 

Oph. Could beauty my Lord haue better comcrcc 
Then with honefty^ 

H am. I truely.for the power of beauty will fooner tranfforme ho- 
nefty from what it is to a baude, then the force ofhonefty can tranf- 
I ate beauty into his likeneffe.this was fometime a paradox, but nov» 
the timegiues it proofe,! did loue you once. 

Oph. Indeed my Lord you made me belceue fo* 

Ham. You fhould not haue beleeu’d me, for vertue cannot ( o 
cuacuat our old ftock,buc we (hall relifli of it : I loued you not. 
Ophe, 
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Trmce of Deffmar he. 

Ophe I was the more dcceiued. • - , , , cr 

z/' Get thee aNunry : why would ft thou be a breeder of lin- 
nets ? 1 am my fclfe inherent honeft, but yet I could accufe mee of 
fuch things, that it were better my Mother had not borne mee : 1 am 

vetv proude,reuengcfull,3mbitious,with moie offences at my becke, 
then l haue thoughts to put them in.imaginatio to giuethem lhape, 
or time to adtthem iniwhat fhouldfuch fellowes asl do crauhngbe- 
tweene earth and heauenf we are arrant knaues , belceue none of vs. 
gotby waies to a Nunry, Wher's your father? 

Ophe, At home my Lord. 

Ham. Let the doers be fhutvpon him, 

That he may play the foolc no where but in sownehoufe. 

Farewell, 

Ophe. Ohelpehimyoufweetheauens. 

H am. If thou dooft marry , He giuc thee this plage for thy dow- 
iie.be thou aschaft asyce,as pure as fnow, thou (halt not efcapc ca- 
lumny get thee to a Nunry , farewell. Or if thou wilt needs marry, 
marry a foole , for wife men know well enough what monfters you 
makeofthem ; to aNunry goe,and quickly to,farwell. 

Ophe. Heauenly powers reftore him, 

H am. I haue heard of your paintings well enough, God hsdigi. 
ucn youone face, and you make your fe.fcs, another, ypu gig and a 01 ” 
ble, andyou lift you nickname Gods crcaturs , andmake ypurwari. 
tonnes ignorance; goe to, lie no more on t, it hathmade me madde, 
I fay we will haue no mo marriage, thofe that are married already,ail 
but one fhal liuejthc reft fliall keep as they sre.to aNunry go, Extt r 

Ophe. O what a noble mind is heere othrowne! 

The courtiers, fouldiers,fchoHers, eye, tonguCjfwotd, 

Th expedition, and Rofe of the faire ftate, 

Thegiaffe offafhion,and the mould of forme, 

Th’obferu’d of all obferuers, quite, quite dovene, 

And I of Ladies moft deicdl and wretched. 

That fuckt the huny ofhis mufickt vovves; 

Now fee what noble and moft foueraigne reafon 
Like fweet bells iangled out of time,and harfli. 

That vnmatcht forme, and ftature of blowne youth 
Blafted with extacy.O wo is me 
T haue fccnc what t haue feene,fee what I fee. 
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Enter King a-wl Ifeloniits. 

King. Louerhis affe<ftions doc not that way tend. 

Nor what he fpake,t hough it lackt forme a little, 

Waskiot like fhadn esthete’s fomethirig in his foulc 
Ore which liis melancholy fits on brood, 

And Idoedoubtjthe hatchandthedifclofe 
Will be fome dangcrjwhich for to preuent, 

I bane in quick determination 

Thus fet downc .• he fhafl'wirh fpced to England, 1 : ' ,| 

For thedemaund of our negleffcd tribute, 

Haply the fcas,and countries different, 

With variable obic(fts,fliall expcll 
This lomethingfctlcd matter in hishart, 

Whereon his brainesilill bearing : . J 

Puts him thus from fafhion ot hirhfclfe. 

Whatthinke you on't? 

Voi, It fliall doc well. * 

But yet doe I bclceue the origen and comenccment of it 
Sprung from ncglc&ed loue .* how now Ophelia? 

You neede not cell vs vvhat Lord Hamlet laid. 

We heard it all : my Lord, doe as you pleafe. 

But if VOu hold it fit, after the play. 

Let his Queene-mocher all alone intreate him 
To fhow his griefe,let her be round with him. 

And He be plac’d(fo pleafe you Jin the eare 
Of all their confcrence.-if flic find him nor. 

To England fend himror confine him where 
Your wifedomc beft fhall chinke. 

King. It fhall be fo, 

Madncs in great ones rnufl not vnmatcht goe, Exeunt. 



Enter Hamlet ,, and three of the Players, 

Ham. Speake the lncech I pray you as I pronounc'd it to you, trip* 
pingly on the tongue, but if you mouth it as many ofour Players do, 
I had asliuc the townccryer fpoke my Iincs,nor doc notfaw the atre 
too much with your hand thus, but vfe all gently,for in theverytor- 
rent ccinpeft, and as I may fay, whirlwindof your paflion, ypu rnu 
acquire and beget a temperance, that may giiie it fraoothnefle , 
offend* m: to the foulc, to hcarc arobuftiouspcrwig-patedfcH 0 ' 
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'Prince ofDenntarhe. 
tert a pafiion to totters,to very rags,to fplcetthe eares of the ground 
linns , who for the mod part are capable of nothing but incxplicame 
duinbe fliewc$,and noyferl would hauc finch a fellow whipt for oie- 
dooing Termagant, it out Herods Herod,pray you auoyde it. 

Vlay, 1 warrant your honour. 

Ham. Be not too tame neither, but let your own c difcrction bee 

your tutor, futcthca&iontocheword,thewoidtothca<ftion, with 
thisfpeciaU obferu.rnce , that you orc-fieppc not the modefly of na- 
ture • For anything fo ore-doone , is from the purpofc of playing, 
whofe end both at the firft , and now , was and is, to hold as twerc 
theMrrrour vpto nature,’. o fhew vertue her feature;fcorne her own 
linage, and the very age and body of the time his forme and preflure.* 
Now thisouer-done, or come trady effithmigh it makes the vnskil- 
full laugh , cannot but make the judicious greeue , the cenfure of 
which one, mud in ycur allowance oremeigh a whole Theater of o- 
thers. O there bee Players that I hauc feene play , and heard others 
prayfd.and that highly,not to fpcake it prophanely , that neither ha- 
uing th’accent of Chriflians r nor .the gate ofChriftian, Pagan, nor 
maojiaue fo firutted and bellowed, that I hauc thought fome ©f Na- 
tures I oUrnemenhad made men, and not made them well, they imita- 
ted humanity fo abominably. 

p I hope we haue reform d that indifferently with vs. 

Ha O reforme it altogcther^and lec thofe that play your downcs 
fpeake no more then is fee downe for them, -for there be of them that 
will themfelues laugh, to fet on fome quantity of barraine fpe<51ators 
to laugh to > though in the meant time , fome neccflary quell ion of 
the play he then to be confideredithat’s vilianous,and flievyes a moft 
pittifull ambition > n the foolethat vfcsitr goe make you ready;How 
now my Lord> wi U the King heare this peece of worke#> 

Ente r VoIontHtfi uyldenfiert;e,a»d R o fetter atts. 

Pol. And the Queene to,and that presently. 

Ham. Bid the Platers make haft.Wil you two help to haft CO them, 
Rof. 1 my Lord Exeunt thofe two. 

H am. VVhat bovi,Horatw. Enter Her at to. 

H ora. Heere fweete Lord,at your feruice. 

Bam . Horatio^hou art cerras iuft a piap t • , y.-. • - 
As ere my conuerfation copt withall. 

Hora. O my decre Lord, . T av 

Haw Nay 





The Tragedy 

Nay, do not thinke I flatter, 

For what aduancement may I hope from thee 

That no reuenewhaft but thy good fpirits 

To feede and cloathe thee, why flaould the poore be flattred? 

No, let the candied tongue lick obfurd pompe. 

And crooke the'pregnant hinges of the knee 
Where thrift may follow fauning, dooftthou heare. 

Since my iiecrc foule was miitris ofher choyce, 

And could ofmen diftinguifh her ele&ion 
S hath feald thee for her felfe, for thou haft becne 
As one in fuffering all that fuffers nothing, 

A man that Fortunes buffets and rewards 

Haft tane with cquall thankes • and bleft 3 re thofe 

Whofe blou d and iudgemtnt are fo well comedled, 

That they are not a pipe for Fortunes finger 
To found what ftoppe fliee pleafe : giue me that man 
That is not paflionsflaue,and I will weare him 
In my hearts core, I in my heart ofheatc 
As Ido thee, .yomething too much of this, 

There is a play to night before the King, 

One feene ofit comes neere the ctrcumftance r 
Which I hauc told thee of my fathers death, 

I prethee when thou feeft that adl afooce, 

Euen With the very comment of thy foule 
Obferue my Vncle, if his occulted guilt 
Doe not itfelfc vnkennill in one fpeech, 

It is a damned Ghoft that wee haue feene. 

And my imaginations are as foule 
As ZJulcans ftithy ; giuehimheedfullnote 
For I mine eyes will riuet to his face. 

And after wee will both our iudgements ioyne 
In cenfure of his feem-ng. 

H ora. Well my Lord, 

If a fteale ought the whilft this play is playing 
And fcape-detedled, I will pay the theft. 

Enter trumpets and Kettle Drummes, King, Queet, 
PoloninSy Ophelia. 

H ant. They are comtning to the play, Imuftbeidlc, 




Get you a place. 

King. How fares our couftn Hamlet ? 

H am. Excellent yfaith. 

Of the Camelions difh,I eate the ayre, 

Promif-cratn d,you cannot feede Capons fo. 

King. I haue nothing with this aunfwer Hamlet , 

Thefe words are not mine. 

H am. No,nor mine now my Lord. 

You playd once f th Vniuerfity you fay, 

Pol. That did I my Lord,and was accounted a good Actor, 

Ham. What did you enaeft? 

Tol. I did enact lulius Cafar ,1 was kild i th Capital!, 

Brutus kild me. „ , r , 

Ham. It was a brute part of him to kill fo Capital l a calte there. 

Bethe Players ready? 

Rof I my Lord, they ftay vpon yourpatience. 

Ger . Come hether my deare Hamlet fit by me. 

Ham . No good mother hcere’s mettle more attra&iue. 

Ttl. 0,oh,doe you marke that. 

H am. Lady flialllliein your lap? 

Ophe. No my Lord. 

H am. Doe you thinke I meant country matters? 

Ophe. I thinke nothing my Lord. f 

H am. That’s a faire thought to lyc betweene maydes legs. 

Ophe. What is my Lord? 

Ham, Nothing. 

Ophe. You are merry my Lord. 

H am. Who I? 

Oph. I my Lord. 

Ham. O Godlyour onely ligge-maker,what flaould a man do but 
be merry, for lookc you how cheerfully my Mother lookes, and my 
father died within’stwa howres. 

Ophe. Nay,tis twice two months my Lord. 

Ham , So long, nay then let the diuell weare blacke.for lie haue a 
futeoffables}0 heauens,dic two months ago .and not forgotten yet, 
then there’s hope a great mans memory may out-liuehis lifehalfea 
yearc, but ber Lady a tnuft build Churches then, or elfe (hall a fuflfer 
not thinkitigon , with the Hobby-horfe,whofe Epitaph is,for 0 ,foc 
0,the hobhy-horfe is forgot. 

H £» ter 
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7 he Tragedy ef In amlec 

Th Trumpets found. Ddmbc flsow fullowes. 

Enter a King and a Oueenc.tl e Queene embracing him, and he her be 
takes her vp,and dechneTfsis head vppon her necke,he lies him downe vp. 
pan a banc'ae of flowers, (he feeing him a jleepejeaues him : awn comes m 
an other man', takes ojfh’S crowns, kiffes it, pours pay f*» in thefleepers 
cares, and leauis him: the Queene returr.es, finds the King dead, maizes 
paf donate attion,the poyfoner with fome three or foure comes in agtiine, 
feeme to condole with her, the dead body is carnedaway,thepoifoner »» 
the Queene with gifts >fhe fe ernes harfh awhile but tn the end accepts lone, 

Oph. What mcancstlm my lord? , 

H am. Marry t'ts munching Afal/tco, ic ineanes miichicfc. 
f Oph. Belike thisfhow imports the argument of the play. 

Uam. We fhall know by this fellow. Enter prologue, 

The players cannotkeepe they ’letcll all. 

Ophe. Will a tell us what this ftiow meant f 
Warn. I or any fhow that you will ftiow him, be not yod afiiamd 
to fhow* heelc not fhame to tell you what it meanes. 

Oph. You are naught, you at c naught, He marke the play. 

P rologue, Forvsandfoi-our Tragedie, 

Hecrc (looping to your clemem ie. 

We bc^c your hearing patiently. f 

Ham? Jsthisa Prologue or the pofie of a ting t >.. !t 

Ophe. Tisbreefe my Lord. * 'O' dien'M ,a&\* 

H ant. As womans louc. v ^ ,*.«v 

Enter King and'Queene, 

King. Full thirty times hath Vhotl us Cai t gone round 
JVeptunes fait wafh, and TtUus orb d the ground. 

And thirty do!en moones with borrowed (heene 'h- 

About the world bane times twdue thirties beene •• 

Since louc our hearts, and Hymen did our hands 
Vnite comutuail in mod (acred bands. 

Quee. So many ioutfieycsinay the Sunnc and Moonc 
Make vs agdlnecounc ore ere lone bee doone, 

But woe is me you are fo ficke of late. 

So farrefrom cheere, and from your former date. 

That I didrud you, yet though 1 didrud, 

Difeomfort you my Lord it nothing mud. 




tu.n 



For 



EunuqffDenntArU, ..a 

For women fcare too mu ch,euen as they louc. 

And womens fcarc and loue hold quantity, 

Either none, in neither oughc ; or in extremity, 

Now what my Lord is proofe hath made you know. 

And as my louc is ciz A,my fearc is fo, 

Where loue is great, the htlcd douots arc /care. 

Where little feares grow greac,grcatlotic grovves there. 

King. Faith I mud leaue thcc louc,and fhortly to. 

My operant powers their funaions leaue to do. 

And thou dialt liiic in this fare world behind, . Q g 

Honord,belou’d,and haply one as kind. 

For husband dialt thou. 

Quee. O confound the red. 

Such loue mud needes be trcafOn in my bred, 

N. r nfdXft^lXw;Xld' t hcfiA H,„.Tha<> 

’ The indances that fecond marriage mouc wormwood. 

Are bale refpeas of thrift, but none of loue, 

Afecondtimeikillmyliusbahdd^ad, 

When fecond husband kiffes me in be<l. 

VI... 1J- k„1. r. 






1 ti ^ tjyl 



Afecondtimc I kill my husband Yobbiw c .ad I oono 

"Vn fecond husband kiffes mem bed. . • . <■ ^ 

King, I doe beleeuc you thinke what now you fptake, 

rl A n H lil/1 V * 



JiW 



092 Dri J 



But what we doe determine, oft we breake* ^ 

Purpole is but the flaue to memory, 

Ofviolcntbirth,butpoorc validity, . » 

Which now the fruitevriripe flicks on the tree, , . . 

But fall vnlhakcn when they mellow bee. 

Mod neceffary tis that we forget 
Topayourfehics what to our l’elues is deb:, 

What to our il-lues in paflion we propofe, 

The paiTion chding.dotb the purpofc lolc, 

The violence of cicher,griefe, orioy. 

Their ownc ennaaiitcs with themlelucs dedroy, 

Where ioy mod reucls,griefe doth mod lament, 

Grecfeioy.ioy griefes,on fender acccdcnt. 

This world is notfor aye.n'or tis not drangc, 

Thaceuen our 'ones fhouhl with our fortunes change. 

For tis a queflion left vs yet to p roue. 

Whether loue lead fortune,or elfc fortune louc. 

The great man downe, you marke his fauourftc flics, 

H 1 



The 
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7 he Trageity'oflffi^ix 

The poore aduanced makes friends oft Aemieis, 

And hethertoo doth louc on fortune tend. 

For who not needs, {ball n'eucrtacke a friend, 

And who in want a hollow friend doth try, 

Diredlly feafons him his cncrnic. 

But orderly to end where I begunne. 

Our willes and fates doe fo contrary runne, 

That our deuices ftill are ouerthrowne. 

Our thoughts arc ours, their ends none of our owne, 
So thinke thou wilt no fecondhusband wed. 

But die thy thoughts when thy firft Lord is dead. 

Qwee.Nor earth to me giue foode, norheaucri light, 
Sport and repofe lock fr^m mce day* and night, 

To defperation turnc my Yrutt and hope, 

And Anchors cheere in priion be my fcope, 

Each oppo'fitc that blanckes the faceofioy, 

Meetc what I would haue well, and it deftroy, 

Both hecre and hence purfue me lading ftrife. 

If once 1 bee a widdow, eucr J be a wife. 



let 



rnsnao 
f> troth 



fcbtw.IfArc fhould 
brcakcicnovv 



^xeunt. 



King. Tis deepely fwprne.fweerleauc'rhee heare a while. 

My fpirits grow dull and fame 1 would beguyle 
The tedious day with fleepe, 

Quee. Sleepe rock thy braine, 

And neuercome mifchapce>etwixtystvyanc. *. 

Him, Maddam, how like you this play? 

Quee. The Lady doth protert too much me thinkcs. 

Warn. O but fhee’lckeepe her word. 

King. Haue you heard che argument? is there no offence in’c? 

H am. No.no, they do bdt ieffpoyfon in icft,no offence i th world. 

King. What do you call the play ? 

Ham. The Moufetrap.mary how tropically, this play is the Image 
ofamurther done in V'tennn , Gon^ago is the Dukes name , Iris wife 
'Baptifta, you Hi all fee ariojie, tis a knauiflr peece of worke,but vvliat 
of that ? your maiefty and we fhall haue frce7oulcs,ittoucnes vs not, 
let the gauled lade winch, our withers are vnwrung. This is one £#- 
cmhhs, Nephew to the King. i 

Enter Lucianus. , o; „ 

Oph. You are as good as a Chorus my Lord. 

Ham. I could interpret betweene you andyourloue . 
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Pr/rtce cfDetiwa rkt • 

If] could fee the puppits dallying. 

Ophe. Yuu avekeenemy Lord, you are kcene. 

H r am . It would coft you a groning to take oft mine edge, 

Onh Still better and worfe. , , 

H^w. Soyoumiftake your husbands. Beginne murtherer, leaue 
thy damnable faces and begin , come,the croking Rauen doth bel- 

l0 'x«c'. Thoughts black, hands apt, drugges fit and time agreeing. 
Confident leafon els no creature feeing, 

Thou mixture rancke, of midnight weeds eollctted, 

With Hecatsb an thrice blafted, thrice infected. 

Thy naturalltnagicke, and dire property. 

On wholtfome lffe vfurps immediately. 

Ha>n. A poyfons him i’th Garden for his eftate, hts names Gonxa- 
vo the flory is extant and written in very choice Italian, you fhall fee 

anon how the murtherer gets the loue of Cenx^goesmtc. 

Ofh, The King rifes. 

Quee. How fares my Lord ? 

IV. Giue ore the play. 

Kint. Giue me fome light, away. 

•Pol, Lights, lights, lights. Exeunt , all but Ham. anAHorauo. 

Ham. Why let the ftroken deerc goe weepe. 

The Hart vngaoled play. 

For fofrie muff watch Wratft fome muff fleepe, , 

Thus runnes the world avflfc Would not this fir and a forreft of tea- 
thers, if the reft of my fortunes turneTurke with me, with prouinct- 
all J?ofes,on my ra 7 .’dfhooes,get me a fello wfbip in a city of players ? 
Hora . Halfe a fhare. 

Ham, A whole one T. 

For thou doll know oh Damon dee re 
ThisReaTfae dimamlcd was 
OfWhunfclfe 5 and nowraignes hcerc 
Avery verypaiock. 

Hora. You might haue rim’d, 

H am. O good Horatio, lie take the Ghofts word lor athouiand 
pound. Didffpcrceaue? 

H ora. Very well my Lord. 

H am\ Vppon the calke of the poyfoning.. 

Hora % I did very well note him. 



Rw. 






The T rxgcdtc ^Hamlet 

H am, Ah ha. come fomc mufiquc,com the Recorders, 

For if the King like not the Comedy, 

Why then belike he likes it not perdy. 

Come,fome muiique. 

Enter Rofcncr&us > Gujldcnfitrrne, 

Guyl Good my Lord^/ouifafe me a word with you, 

H am. Sir a whole hiftory. 
guy. The King Jfir. 

Ham. I fir, what of him? j . : , .. 

Guyl. Is in his retirement meruailous diftempred. 

Ham. With drinke fir? 

Guyl. No my lord, with chollcr, 

H am. Youi wifedome fhould fhe w ifi felfc morcticher to fignifie 
this to the De<ftor,fpr,for me to put fiim to his purgaticn,would per- 
haps plunge him into more choller. 

guyl. Good my Lord put your difeourfe into fome frame. 

And (tare not fo wildly from my affaire. 

H am. I am rame fir, pronounce. v ’ V 

Gutl . The Qncene your mother in moflgreat affli&ion of Ipirit, 
hath fent me to you. 

Ham , You are welcome. 

G#*/,Nay good my Lord, this curtefie is not of the right breed, if 
it /hall pleafc you to make me a wholfome aunfwer , Twill doeyour 
mothers commaundcment, if not, your and my rcturne,fliall 

be the end of byline*. Jtkrz 

Ham. Sirlcannot. 
f: Rof. What my Lord. 

H am. Make you a wholfome anfwer, my wit$ difeafd^ut fir/uch 
anfvvcre as I can makc,you fhal! commaund,or rathe^ as you fey>jny 
mother, therefore no more,but to the matter, my mother yoh fay. 

Rof. Then thus flic faies, your behauiour hath ikooke lier into 
mazement and admiration. d .. 

H am. O wonderfull fonne that can fo ttonifh a njoft cr! .but is 
there no fequcll at the hceles ofehis mothers admiraaoiif* imparts 
Rof. She defires to fpeake with you in her cloftt cre you go to bed. 
Ham.VJc fliall obey, were flic ten times our mothetfh^e you any 
further trade with vs? 

Rof # my Lord you once did loue me. . > 

H am. And doc Hill by thefe pickers and ftealejs, 







Prime of Denmark?* 

Jbfc Good my Lord, whatisyourcaufe ofdiftcmper,you dofurc- 
jy barre the doore vpon your owne liberty, if you deny your griefes 

to your friend. • 

H am. Sir Ilackeaduancement, 

R cf How can that be when you haue thevoyceoftheKing him- 
feife for your fucccfsion in Denrn irke. 

Enter the Players with Rec or ders. 

Warn, I fir, but while the grafle grow cs, the prouerbe is fomething 
rmi(ly»oh the Recorders, let me fee one,to withdraw with you>yvhjr 
do you goe about to Tccoucrchc wind of me, as if you would dnuc 
me into a toyle ? 

Guyl O my lord if my duty be too bold, my lone is too vnmanerly. 
llam. I do not w ell vnd eiftand chat, will you play vpon thispipe ? 
Guyl. My Lord 1 cannot. 

Warn. I pray you. 

Guyl. Beleeue me I cannot. 

H am. 1 befecch you. 

Guyl I know no touch of it my Lord* 

Hrfw.Itis as cafie as lying/, gouerne thefe ventages with your fin- 
gers, and the thumb giue it breath with yourmouth, and it will dif- 
eourfe inoft eloquent mufique, lookeyou, thefe are the floppes. 

Cju)l But thefe cannot I commaund to any vtrance of harmonic,. 

I haue not the (kill. 

Worn. Whylookcyoir now* how vn worthy a thing you make off 
me, you would play vpon me,. you would feeme to know my flops* 
ou would phicke out the hart of my miflerie , you would foundioee 
rom my loweft note to my compare* and there is much mufiqufc ex- 
cellet voice in this little organ, yet cannot you make icfpeak,s blood 
doyou thinkc I am caficr to be plaid on then a pipe, call me what in- 
formant vou wil,though you fret me. not, you caunpt play vpon me. 
Cod blefieyou fir.. 

Enter Dolontus. 

My Lord thcQueene wou’d fpeake with you. Sc prelcntly* 
Ham. Doyou fee yonder cloud that’s almoft in fliapeofaCamcl? 
IV By*th mafic and rislike 3 Camell indeede, 

Ham. Me thinkes it is like a Wczelh 
7$/, It is black like a Wczell. 

Ham. Or like aWhalc. 

^’•Yery like a Whale.. 

Ham. Then 
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The Tngedie {^Hamlet 

Then 1 will come to my mother by and by, 

They foo'.c me to the top of my bent,! will come by and by, 

Leaucme t'rifnds. 

I will, fay fo. By and by is eafily faid, 

Tts now the very witching time of night, 

When Churchyards yawne,and hell it felfc breakes out 
Contagion to this world : now could l drinke hote blood, 
And doe fuch'bufmeflc as the bitter day 
Would quake to lookc on : foft,now to my mother, 

0 hart loolc not thy nature! let not cuer* 

The fouleof Nero enter this firme bofome! 

Let mebccruell,notvnnaturall, 

1 will fpeake dagger to her,but vfc none. 

My tongue and foul e in this be hypocrites, 

How in my words lomeuer fine be fhenr,^ 

To giue them fcalcs neuet my foule conlent. 

Enter King^Rofeneratts ^and Guyldenjlerne, 
King. I like him not,nor Bands it fafe with vs 
To let his madneffe range, therefore prepare you, 

I your commiffion willforth-with dilpatch, 

And he to England fhall along with you. 

The termes of our eftate may not endure 
Hazerd fo neer’s as doth hourely grow, 

Outofhisbrowes. 

GhjI. We will our felues prouide, 

Moft holy and religious feareit is 
To kcepeihofe many many bodies fafe 
That liue and feed vpon yourMaiefly. y 
Ref. The fingle and peculier life is bound, 

With all the flrength and atmour ofthe mind 
T o kcepc it feMe from noyancc.but much more 
Thatfpirit,vpon whole weale depends and reft* 

The liues of many , the ceflc of MaicBy 
Dies not alonejbut like a gulfe doth draw 
What’s necre ic,with it,orit is a maflie wheele 
Fixt on the fbmnet of the higheft mount. 

To whofe hugh fpokes,tenn thoufand lefflr things 
Ate morteift and adioynd, which when it falls. 



Exit, 
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Prince of Denmark*, 

Each fmall annexment, pety confequenca 
Attends the boyflrous raine,neuer alone 
Did the King figh,but a generall growne. 

King, fame you I pray youtothis i’pcedyyoiage, 

For w e will fetters put about this fcare 
Which now goes too free-footed. 

Rof We will half vs. Exeunt Gent. 

Enter Volonias. 

Tol. My Lord,he’s going to his mothers elofet. 

Behind the Arras iTc conuay my felfe 

To here the pro(Tefle,Tle warrant fhce’le tax him home. 

And as you laid, and wifely was it fayd, 

Tis meete that fome more audience then a mother. 

Since nature makes thempartiall,£hould orc-hearc 
Thefpeech ofvancagc;fare you well my Leige, 
fie call vpon you ere you goe to bed. 

And tell you what I know. Exit, 

Ktng. Thankes deere my Lord. 

0 my offence is rancke,it fmcls to hcauen. 

It hath the primal! eldtB curfe ypponc, 

A brothers murther, pray can 1 not. 

Though inclination be as (harp as will, . 

M/ftrongcr guilt defeats my B rouge enre-nt. 

And like a man to double buBnes bound, 

1 (land in paufe where I fhall firft beginne. 

And both neglcdf : what if this curled hand 
Were thicker then i t felfc with brothers blood. 

Is there not raineenough in the fwccre Heauens 
To wadi it white as fnow? a hereto ferues mercy 
But to confront t he vifage of offence? 

And what’s in praier but this two-fold force. 

To be foreRalled ere wc come to t«dl, 

®r pardon being downe,tbtn lie lookc vp. 

My faults is paft,but oh! what forme of prayer 
Can ferue my turne?forgiue me my roule mart her; 

That cannot be fince 1 am Bill poffeB 
Ofthofe affefts for which l did the murther; 

My C£owne,mine ownc ambition,and my Qiteene; 
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The TrtgeJy ef Hamlet 

Msy one be pardoned and retain ;• th offence? 

]n the corrupted currents of this world. 

Offences guided hand may fhow by iuftice, 
Andofctis fce e the wicked prize it fclfe 
Buy es out the 1 iw.but tis not fo aboue, 

There is no (hufling, there the a&ion lies 
In his true nature, and we our fellies compel d 
Euen to the teeth and forehead of our faults 
To giue in cuidencc: what th'cn,what refts ( 

Try what repentance can,whai can it not, 

Yet what can it, when one cannot repent? 

O wretched ftate,Oboibme blackcas death, 

0 limed foule.that ftruggling to be free. 

Art more ingaged ! helpe Angles make affay, 

Bow ftubborne knees- and hart with firings of fteelci 
Be fot'c as finnewes of the new borne babe, 

All maybe well. 

Enter Hamlet. 

H am. Now might I doc it, but now a is a praying-, 
And now lie doo't, and fo a goes to heauen. 

And fo am I reuendgc.that would be fcand. 

A villaine kills my father, and for that, 

1 his foie fonne,doc this fame viliiioe fend 
To heauen. 

Why, this is bafeand filly. —not reuendge, 

A tookemv father grofely.full of bread, 

Withall his crimes broad blowne as flufh as May, 
And how his audit ftands who knowes faucheauen. 
But in our circumftance and courle of thought, 

Tis heauy with him: and am l then reuendged 
To take him in the purging o f his foule, 

When he is fir and icafoncd for his paflage? 

No, 

Vp fword,and know thou a more horrid hent. 
When he is drunkc,a fleepe.or in his rage. 

Or in th’inceftious plcafure ofhis bed, 

At game,a fwearing,or about fomc a<ft 
That has 00 wUfl» <rf tiluation in’t. 
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Irintt ofDe/tmarke, 

Then trip him that his heele may kick at heauen, 

And that his foule may be as damnd and blacke 
As hell whereto it goes j my mother ftaics. 

This phificke but prolongs thy fickly daics. Emit 

King, My words fly vp,my thoughts remaine below 
Words without thoughts ncuer to heauen goc. Exit, 



Enter Gertrard And Polon'ms, 

Veto. A will come ftraitjooke you lay home to him. 
Tell him his prancks haue bcene too broad to bcarc with. 
And that your grace hath fcrcen’d and flood between* 
Much heatc and him, He filence roe cuen hcere, - 
Pray you be round. 



Enter Hamlet, 

Ger. Ilewaiteyou/caremenor, 

With-draw,I heare him comming. 

H am. Now mother,what*s the matter? 

Ger. Hamlet , thou haft tby father much offended. 

Ham, Mother you haue my father much offended. 

Ger, Come, come, you anfwer with an idle tongue, 

H am. Goe goe,you queftion with a wicked tongue, 

Ger, Why how now Hamletf 
Ham. What’s the matter now? 

Ger. Haue you forgot me? 

Ham. No by the rood not fo. 

You are the Qucene, your husbands brother* wife. 

And would it were not fo,you arc my mother. 

Ger. Nay then He fet thofe to you that can fpcakc. 

Ham , Come, come, and fit you downc,you (hall not boudge. 
You goe not till I fctyouvpaglaffc 
Where you may fee the moft part of you, 
fyr. What wiltthou doc, thou wilt not murtherme? 

Helpe hoe* 

Polo, What hoe helpe. 

Ham. How now, a Rat, dead for aDuckat,dead. 
Olamflaine. 



Ger. Ome,what haft thou done? 
****** Nay I know not, is it the King? 
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7 he Tragedy of Hamlet 
Ger O what a rafh and bloody deede is this. 

v Ham A bloody deede, almoft as bad good mother 

As kill a King, and marry with his brother. 

Ger As kill a King. 

I Lady, it was my word. 

Thou wretched , rafh, intruding foole farewell, 

I tooke thee for thy better, take thy fortune, 

Thou find ft to b?e too bufie is fome danger. 

Lcaue wringing of your hands , peace fit you downe, 

And let me wring your heart, for fo I (hall 
Ir it be made*of penetrable ftuffe, 

If damned cuftome hauc nor brafd it lo. 

That it be proofc and bulwark againftfence. 

ger. What haue I done, that thou dar'ftwaggc thy tongue 
In noyfe fo rude againft me ? 

Ham. Such an aft 

Thar blurres the grace and blufhof modefty, 

Calls vertuc hipoent, takes oftheRofc 
From the fairc forhead of an innocent loue. 

And fets abliftet there, makes manage vowes 
As falfe as dicers oathes. Oh fueh a deed! 

As from the body of contraction pluckes 
The very foulejand fvveec religion makes 
A rapfody of words ; heauens face dooes glow 
Ore this folidiry and compound mafic 
With heated vifage,as againft the doome 
Is thought-fick at the aft. 

Quee. Ay me what aft? 

Him, Tnat roares fo low’de and thunders in the Index, 
Looke here vpon this Pifttire, and on this, 

The counterfeit prefentrr.ent of two brothers. 

See what a grace was feated on his browe, 

H iferions curies, the front ofloue him-felfe. 

An eye like Mars , to threten and command, 

Aftation like the herald Mercury , 

New lighted on a hcaue,a kisfing hill, 

A combination and forme mdeede. 

Where eucrj God didfeeme to fet his feale 
To giuc the world afiurance of a man. 



_ 
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Trince cf Denmarke, 

This was your husband, looke you now what followes, 
Heere is your husband like a mildewed eare, 

Blafting his wholefome brother ihaueyou eyes? 

Could you on this faire mountainc leaue to feede. 

And batton on thisMoore ; ha, haue you eyes ? 

You cannot call it loue, for at your age 
The heyday in the blood is tame,it’s humble, 

And wanes vpon the iudgement, and what judgement 
Would ftep from this to this ? fence fure you haue 
Els could you not haue motion, but fure that fence 
Is appoplext, for madnefle would not erre 
Nor fenc to extacie was neerc fo thral'd 
Butitreferu’d fome quantity of choyce 
Toferuein fuch a difference. What diucll waft 
Thattbus hath coforid you at hodman-blind ? 

Eyes without feeling, feeling without fight, 

Eares without hands, or eyes, fmelling fancc all. 

Or but a fickly part of one true fence 

Could not fo mope. Oh ftiame! where is thy blufh ? 

Rebellious hell. 

If thou canftmutine in a Matrons bones, 
Toflamingyouth jlet vertue be as wax 
And melt in herowne fire,proclaime nofhamc 
When the compulfiue ardure giues the charge. 

Since froft it feife as aftiuely doth buine. 

And reafon pardons will. 

ger. O Hamlet fpcake no more, 

Thou turn'ftmy very eyes into my foule. 

And there I fee fuch black and greeued fpots 
As will leaue there their tin’ft. 

H am, Naybuttoliue 
In thcranckcfweatof an inceftuous bed 
Stewed incorrtfjnion, honyingand making loue 
Oner the naftyftic. 

Ger. O fpeake to mce no more, 

Thefe words like daggers enter in my cares. 

No mote fweet Hamlet . 

'Ham. Amurtherer and a villaine, 

A flaue that is not twentith part the ky th 




T he ’fugedte of Hamlet 

Of yeur precedent Lord ,a vice of Kings, 

A cui-purfe of the Empire and the rule. 

That from a fhelfe the precious Diadem ftole 

Andput it in his pocket. 

Enter (jhojf* 

Haft. A King of fhreds and patches, 

Saue me and houer ore me with your wings 

You heauenly gards : what would your gratious figure. 
Ger. Alafle hec s mad. 

H am. Doe youe not come your tardy fonne to chide, 
Thatlap’ftin time and pafTionlets goc by 
Th* important a£ing of your dread command.O fay. 

Gbofi. Doc not forget : this vacation 
Is but to whet thy almoft blunted purpofe. 

Bat looke, amazement on thy mother fits, 

O ftep betweene her, and het fighing foule! 

Conceit in wcakeft bodies ftxongeft worker, 

Speakc to her H amlet. 

Ham. How is it with you Lady? 
ger. Alafle how i'ft with you? 

That y ou doe bend your eye ©n vacancy. 

And with th'incorporall ayre doe hold difeourfe, 

Foorth at your eyes your fpirrits wildly peep. 

And as the fleeping fouldiersin th alarme. 

Your beaded bairc like life in excrements 
Starts vp and funds an endtO gentle fonne! 

Vpon the heate and flame of thy diftemper 
Sprincklc code patience,w hereon doe you lookc? 

Ham . On him on him, lookc you how pale he glares, 
Hrs forme and caufc conioyncd, preaching to ftones 
Would make them capable.doc not lookc vpon me, 
Lcaft with this pittious a£lion you conuert 
My ftearne e0e&s,chcn w hat I haue to doe • 

Will want true collour.tcarcs perchance for blood* 

Ger, To whome doe you fpcake this? 

Ham. Doe vou fee nothing there? 
ger. Nothing at all, yet all that is there I fee. 

Ham. Nor did you nothing hearef 
Gtr. No nothing but our fclucs.' 
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Pr/rtce ef Dcnmarkc, 

Ham. Why lookc you there, lookc how it ftcalcs away, 

My father in his habit as he liue’d, 

Lookc where he goe$,euen now out at the portall. Exit 
Ger. This is the very coynage of your braine. 

This bodilefi'c creacion,cxtacy is very cunning in 
Hav. My pulfc as yours doth tcmpcratly keepe time, 

And makes as healthful! muflcke,it is not madnefle 
That 1 hauc vttred, bring me to the teft. 

And the matter will reword,which madnefle 
Would gambole from.Mother for loue of grace. 

Lay not that flattering vntftion to your foule 
That not your trefpafle but my madnefle fpeakes, 

It will but skin and filme the vlcerous place. 

Whiles rancke corruption mining all within 
Infefts vnfeenerconfeflc your felfc to heauen, 

Repent what’s paft,auoyd what is to come. 

And doe not fpread the compofton the weedcs 
To make them ranckcr,forgiue me this my vertue, 

For in the fatnefle of thefe purlie times 
Vertueit felfe ofvicerauft pardon beg* 

Yea curbe and wooe for leauc to doe him good. 
ger. O Hamletlthou haft cleft my hart.in twaine, 

H am. Othrowaway thtvvorferpartofit, 

And leauc the purer with the other halfe, 

Good night.but goe not tomy Vndes bed. 

Aflame a vertue ifyouhaueitnot. 

That monflercuftome, who all fence docheate 
Ofhabits deuill,is angcll yet in this 
That to the vfe ofaftionsfaircand good. 

He like wife giucs a frocke or Liuery 
That aptly is put on to refi aine night, 

And that (hall lend akindofeafines 
To the next aBftiuencc.the next more eafie: 

For vfe almoft can change the ftamp of nature. 

And Maifterthe diuelfor throw him out 
With wonderous potency • once more good nighty 
And when you arc defirousto be bleft, 
c blefling beg of you, for this fame Lord 
doe repent ; but heauen hath plcafd icfo ■ 
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The Tr age die 0/Hamlet 

To punifli me with this, and this with tne. 

That I muft be their fcourge and minifter, 

1 will bellow him and will anfwcr well 
The death I gaue him ; fo againe good night 
1 mud be cntcll onely to be kinde, 

This bad beginnes,and worferemaines behind. 

One word more good Lady 
Cer . What fliall l dot? 

Ham. Not this by no meanes that I bid you doe, 

Let the bio wt King temp't you againe to bed, 

Pinch wanton on your checke.cail you his Moule, 

And let him for a paire of reechy kiffes. 

Or padling in your neckc with his damn dangers. 

Make you to roucll ail this matter out 
That 1 eflentially am not in madnelTe, 

But mad in craft, t were good you let him know. 

For who that’s but a Qucene.faire/ober.wife, 

Would from a paddack,from a bat^a gib. 

Such deare concerning* bide, who would doe lo, 

No, in difpight of fence and fecrecy, 

Vnpeg the basket on the houfes top c 
Let the birds fly,and like the famous Ape, 

To try condufions in the basket creepe. 

And breake your ovvneneckedowne. 

Gtr. Be thou allur’d, if words be made ol breath. 

And breath of life, I hatie no life to breath , 

Whnt thou hall fayd to me. 

H am. I muft to England, you know that, 

Ger. Alacke I had forgot. 

T« fo concluded on. . 

Ham. Ther’s letters feald,and my twoSchoolefcllowes, 

Whom I will truft as I will Adders fang d. 

They bcarethemandat,they muft fwccpe my way * 

And mar fhall me to knauery : let it worke, 

For tis the fport to haue the enginer 

Hoi ft with his ownepetar,an t fhall goe hard 

But I will delue one yard belowc their mines, 

And blow them at the Moone : O tis moft fwcete 
When in one line two crafts dirc&ly mcetc, 
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'i Prince of Denmarke. 

Tflis man fhall fet'me packing, 

He lugge the guts into the neighbour roome; 

Mother good night indeed.this Counfayler 
Is now moftftill.moft fecret.and moft graue. 

Who was in life a moft foolifh prating knauc. 

Come fir, to draw toward an end with you. 

Good night mother. Exit. 

Enter King, and Queene with Rofewtitus ■ • 

ad CjjrldenJierne. 

King. There’s matter in thefcfiglies.thcfepaofoundheaue*, 
You muft tranflate,tis fit we vnderftand them. 

Where is your fonne? 

Gert. Beftow this place on vs a little while. 

Ah mine owne Lord.wh at haue I feene to nightf 
King Wliat Gertrad f havi dooes Hamlet? 

Gert. Mad as the feaand wind when both contend 
Which is the mightier in his lawleffe fit, * • • • 

Behind the Arras hearing fome thirig ftirre, 

Whips out his Rapier, cryeis a Rat, a Rat, 

And in this brainifh apprehenfion kills 
The vnfeene good old man. 

King, O heauy deed ! 

It had beenefo with vs had we beene there, 

His liberty is full ofthreates to all. 

To you your felfe,to vs, to cuery one, 

Alas, how fhall this bloody deede be anfwer’d? 

It will be layd to vs,whofe prcuidence 
Should haue kept fhort,rcftraind,and out of haunt 
This mad young manjbut fo much was our loue. 

We would not vnderftand what was moft fir, 

But like the owner ofafoule dife3fe 
To keepe it from divulging. let i t feede 
Eucnonthepich of life: where is he gone? 

Gert. To draw apart the body he hath kild. 

Ore whom, his very madneffe like fome ore 
Among amincrall of mettals bafe, 

Shovves it felfe pure, a weepes for what is done. 

& tn g.Gcrtrad, com away, 
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The Tr.tgedyofHzmXzx. 

TheSunnc no fooner fhall the mountaines touch. 

But wee will fhippe him hence, and this vile deede 
Wee muft with all out Maicfty and fkill Enter Rof,& Guyld,, 

Both countenance and excufe. Ho G uy Idenjl erne. 

Friends both, goe ioync you with lomc further ayde, 

Hamlet m madnes hath Tolonms Caine, 

And from his mothers doflet hath hee drag d him, 

Goe fecke him out fpeake fayre and bring the body 
Into the Chappell ; I pray you haft in this. 

Come Cjertratd, vvcc’le call vp our wifeft friends. 

And let them know both what wee meane to do 
And whats vntimely done, 

Whofc whifper ere the worlds Diameter * 

As leuell as the Cannon to his blanck, 

Tranfpotts his poyfned Chat, may mi He our name, 

And hit the woundlefle ay rc ,0 come away. 

My fbulc is full of difeord and difmay. Exeunt , 

Enter Hamlet , Kofencraus and others. 

Ham. Safely ftowd, but foftly.what noyfe, who calls on Hamlet f 
Oheere they come. 

Rof. What hauc you done my Lord with the dead body ? 

Ham. Compounded it withduft whereto it is kin. 

Rof, Tell vs where tis that wee may take it thence. 

And bcare it to the Chappell. 

H am. Do not beleeuc it. ' 

R of. Beleeue what t 

Ham. That I can keepe your counfaile and not mine owne.bcfides 
to be demaunded of a lpunge , what replication ftiould be made by 
thefonneofaKing. 

Take you me for a fpungc my Lord ? 

H am. I fir, that fokes vp the Kings countenance, his rewards, his 
authorities, but fuch Officers do the King beft feruice in the end, he 
keepesthem like an apple in the corner of his iaw,firft mouth’d to be 
laft fwallowed, when he needs what you haue gleand, it is but fquee- 
fingyou, and fpunge you fhall be dry againe. 

R of. I vndcrftand you not my Lord. 

Ham. I am glad of it,a knauilh fpeech fleepes in a foolifh eare. 

R of. My Lord, you muft tell vs where the body is, and go with U 
*othcKivg } u ,. 
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f rime of Denmark. 

Ham. The body is with the King, but the King is not yvith the 
body. The King is a thing. 

Gyl. A thine my Lord. 

Ham ♦ Of nothing, bring me to him. Exeunt. 

Enter Kingymdtwo or three . 

King. I haue fent to feeke him,and to find the body, 

How dangerous is it that this man goes loofc. 

Yet muft not we put the ftrong Law on him, 

Hee’slou’d of the diftra&ed multitude. 

Who like not in their iudgement,but their eyes. 

And where tis fo,th offenders fcourge is wayed 
But neuct the offence : to beare all fmooth and cucn, 

Thiifuddaine fending him away muft feeme 
Deliberate paufe,difeafes defperate growne, 

Bydelpcrate applyanccarc relicu’d 
Or not at all. 



Enter Rofenerans and all the reft. 

King. How now, what hath befalnc? 

Rof. Where the dead body is beftowd my Lord 
We cannot get from him. 

King. But where is he? 

Rof. Without my Lord, guarded to know your pleafure. 

Kidg. Bring him before vs. 

Rof. Hoe,bringinthcLord. They Enter. 

Ring. Now Hamlet i where’s Polonini> 

Ham. Atfupper. 

Ring. At fupper where. 

Ham. Not where he eates,but where a is eaten, a certaine conua- 
cation of politique wormes are ecn at him : your worme is your only 
Emperourfor dyet, we fat all creatures elfe to fat vs, and we fat our 
felues for maggots, your fat King and your leane beggeris but varia. 
ble feruicc.two difhes but to one tablc,that s the end. 

Kiwg, AIafle,alaflc. 

Ham. A man may fifti with the worme that hath eate of a King, 
cate ofthefifh that hath fedde of that worme. 

Ring, What doft thou meane by this? 

Hum, Nothing but to fhew you how a King may go a progrefle 

K a through 
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The' Tragedy of Hamlet 

throughrheguttesofabegger. . i 

King. Where is P olonius i ' : , 

H am. In heauen, fend ctiether to fee, if your meflenger find hj m 
not there, i’eeke him i th other place your felfc,but ifindeed you find 
him not within this month, you fiiall nofehim asyou goeyppethe 
ftayres into the Lobby. 

King. Gocfeeke linn there 
H am. A will flay till you come. 

King. Hamlet this deede for thine efpeeiall fafery 
Which wee do tender, as wee deerely greeue 
For that w hich thou baft done, muft feud thee hence j. 

Therefore prepare thy felfe, 

Thebarke is ready, end the wind at helpe, 

Th’afiotiats tend, and euery thing is bent 
For England. 

Warn' For England 
King. I Hamlet. 

Ham. Good. 

King . So is it if thou knew’ft our purpofes. 

H am. I lee a Chet ub that fees them, but come for England, 
Farewell deerc mother. 

King. Thy louing father Hamlet. 

Ham. My mother, father and mother is man and wife,. 

Man and wife is one flefh, fo my mother : 

Come for England, Extt- 
King. Follow him at foote, 

Tempt him with fpeede abourd. 

Delay it not. He haue him hence to night. 

Away , for euery thing is leald and done 
' That els leanes on the affaire, pray you make haft. 

And England ifmy ioue thou hold’ft at ought, 

Asmy great power thereof may giue thee fence, 

.Since yet thy Cicatrice lookes raw and red. 

After the Danifh fword, and thy freec awe 
Payes homage to vs, thou maifl not coldly let 
Ourfoueraigne proceffe,which imports at full 
By letters congruing to that effect 

The prefent death ofHamlet,Ao \tSngland, • • , " 

For the Hectique in iny blood hee rages. 



VAX 




Trinee ofDenmurke. 

j^nd thou muft cure me till 1 know tis done. 

How ere my haps.my ioyes will nere beginne 

Enter FortinbraJJe with his ylrtnte ouer the Stage . 

Fortin. Goe Captain c, from mee gieet the Danifh King, 

Tell him, that by his lycence Fortinbrajfe 
Craues the conveyance ofapromif d march 
Oucrbiskmgdome, you know the rendezuous, 
Ifthathismaicfty would ought with vs. 

Wee fhall expreffe our duty in his eye. 

And let himknow lo. 

Cap. I will doo't my Lord. 

Fortin. Gocfoftlyon. 

Enter Hamlet, Rofencraus, &c. 

Ham. Good fir whofe powers are thefe? 

Cap. The are of Norway fir. 

H am. How propofd fir I pray you f 
Cap. Aainft feme part of Poland. 

Ham. Who commands them fir/ 

Cap. The Nephew to old Norway, Fortinbrajfe. 

Ham. Goes it againft the maine of Poland fir? 

Or for fome frontire ? 

Cap. Truely to fpcake, and with no addition, 

Wegoeto game alittle patch ofgrouud 

That hath in it no profit but the name 

To pay fiue duckets, fiuc I would not farme it? 

Nor will ityecld to Norway or thePtf/e 
A rancker rate, fhould it bee fould in fee. 

H am. Why then the P ollacke ueuer will defend it. 

Cap. Yesit is aheady ganfond. 

Ham- Two thoufand foules and twenty thoufand duckets 
Will not debate the queftion of this tiraw. 

This is th’impoftume of much wealth and peace. 

That inward bre*kes and fhewesne caufc w ithout 
Why the man dies .1 humbly thanke you fir. 

Cap. God buy you fir. 

Rof. Wil t pleafe you goe my Lord? 

Ham. Ilcbewith youllraighc, goe a lircleljfcfore. 

“ow alloccafions do informe againft mce, 

• K 3 
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The Tr^edieof Hamlet 

And fpur my dull reucnge. Whatls a man 
It his chicfe good and market of his time 
B: but to fleepe and feed, a bcaft,no more* 

Sure he that made vs with fuh large difeourfe 
looking before and after, gaue vs not 
That capability and God-like reafon 
To full in vs vnufd,now whether it be 
Beftiall obliuion.or fome crauen fcruplc 
Of thinking too precifely on th’euent, 

A thought which quartered hath but one part wifdome, 
And euer three parts coward, I doe not know 
Why yet I Hue to fay this thing’s to doc, 

Sith l hauecaufc,and wil and flrength,and meancs 
To doo’t; examples grofle as earth exhort me, 

Witnes this Army of fuch maffc and charge. 

Led by a delicate and tender Prince, 

Whole fpirit with diuine ambition puft. 

Makes mouthes at the inuifible euent, 

Expofing what is mortall,and vnfure. 

To all that fbrtune,dcath and danger dare, 

Euen for an Egge-fhell.Rightly to be great) 

Is not to flirre without great argument, 

But greatly to find quarrell in a flraw 
When honour’s at the (fake. How (land I then 
That haue a father kild,a mother ftaind, 

Excytcments of my reafon, and nay blood. 

And let all fleepe, while to my fhame I fee 
The iminent death of twenty thoufand men, 

That for a fantafic and tricke of fame 
Goe to their graues like beds, fight for a plot 
Whereon the numbers cannot try the caufe. 

Which is nottombe enough and continent 
To hide the flainc.O from this time forth. 

My thoughts be bloody, or be nothing worth. Exit. 

Enter Horatio, Gertrard, and a gentleman. 

Q nee. I will not fpeakewith her, 

* Gtn. Sheisimportunat, 

Indeed diftradLhcr moodc will nccdcs be pit tied. 

Qm*- 
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Vrince of Denmark f • 

Quee. What would (he haue? 

Cent. ,She fpcakes much of her father, fayes fliee heares 
There’s tricks i’th world, and hems, and beats her heart, 

Spurnes enuioufly at flrawes, fpeakes things in doubt 
That carry but halfe fence, herfpeech is nothing. 

Yet the vnlhapcd vfe of it doth moue 
The hearers to collection, they yawne at it. 

And botch the words vp fit to their ownc thoughts. 

Which as winckes, and nods, and gefiures y eeld them, 

Indeedc would make one thinke there might be thought 
Though nothing fure, yet much vnhappily. 

H ora. Twerc good fhe werefpoken with, for (he may ftrew 
Dangerous conicdf urcs in ill-brceeding mindcs, 

Let her come in 

Enter Ophelia. 

Quee. ‘ To my ficke foule, as finnes true nature is, 

‘Each toy feemes prologue to fome great amifle, 

‘So full ofartlefle iealone is guilt, 

‘ It fpills it felfe, in fearing to be fpilt. 

Oph. Where is the beauteous Maierty of Denmarke ? 

Qgee. How now Ophelia. fhe [mgs. 

Oph. How flrould I your true loue know from another one. 

By his cockle hat and flaffc, and his Sendall fhoone. 

Quee. Alafl'c fweet Lady, what imports this long ? 

Oph. Say you, nay pray you marke, 

He is dead and gone Lady, he is dead and gone, Song. 

At his head a grade greene turph, at his hccles a (lone. 

Oho. 

Quee. Nay but Ophelia-. 

Oph, Pray you marke. White his flirowd as the mountainc (now. 

Enter King. 

Quee. AlafTe lookc heerc my Lord. 

Ophe Larded all with fweet flowers,, 

Which beweept to the ground did not go Song. 

ith true louc ftiowers. 

. How doe you pretty Lady ? 

Oph. Well good dild you, they fay the Owle was a Bakers daugh- 
« r » Lord wee know what w ee arc, but know not what we may be, 
Ood be at your table 

King. 






The T raggedy ^Hamlet 
King. Conceit vpon her Father. 

Ophe •. Pray lets haue no words of this, but when they askeyon 
what it meanes/ay you this. 

To morrow is S'. Valentines day. Song. 

All in the morning berime, 

And I a inayd at yout window 
To be your Valentine. 

Then vp he rofe,and dond his cIofe,and dupt the chamber doore, _ 
Let in the maide,that out a maide.neuer departed more. 

King, Pretty Ophelia. 

Ophe. Indeed without an oath lie make an end on’t. 

By gis and by Saint chanty, 
alackc and fie forlbame. 

Young men will doo’t if they come too’t, 
by Cocke they are too blame. 

Qjoch (be, before you tumbled me, you promifd me to wed, 
(Heanfwcts ) Sofbould I a done by yonder funne 
And thou had(l not come to my bed. 

King. How long hath (lie beene thus? 

Oph.l hope all will be well, we muft be patient, but I cannot chafe 
but weepe to thinke they would lay him i’th cold ground my bro- 
ther (ball know of it, andfolthankcyou for your good coqnfaile. 
Come my Coach, God night Ladies, God night. 

Swe et Laides* God nighr,God night. 

King. Follow her elofe,giue her good watch 1 pray you. 

O this is the poyfon of deepe griefe, it fprings all from hcrjFachcrs 
death, and now behold,0 Gertrard,Gertrard , 

When forrowes come, they come not (ingle fpies. 

But in battalians : firft her Father flnine. 

Next, your fonne gone, and he mod violent Author 
Ofhis owne iuft rcmouc,ihe people muddied 
Thick and vnwholefome in thoughts,and whilpers 
For good P olonius death. ’and we haue done but greenly 
In hugger mugger to inter him: poore Ophelia 
Deuided from herfelfe,and her faire judgement. 

Without the which we are pt6fures,or mecre beads, 
Laft,andasmuch contayning as all thefc. 

Her brother is in fecret come from France, 

Feeds on this wonder,keepcs himfelfc in clowdes ; 




Prince ofDenmxrkt, 

And wants not buzzers to infedf his care 
\Vith peftilent fpeeches ofhis fathers death; 

Wherein neccflity of matter beggerd. 

Will nothing (tick our perfon to arraigne 

In eare and care : O my deare Gertrard, this 

Like to amurdring-peece in many places 

Ciues me fuperfluous death. zyi noyfe within. 

Enter a mejfenger. 

King. Attend, where are my Sw i Hers, let them guard the doorc. 
What is the matter ? 

Mejfen. S 2 ue your (elfe my Lord. 

The Ocean ouer-pecring ofhis lift. 

Eates not the flats with more impetuous haft 
Then young Laertes in a riotous head 
Ore-beares your Officers : the rabble call him Lord, 

And as the world were now but to begiruie. 

Antiquity forgot, cuftomc not knowne. 

The ratifiers and props of euery word. 

The cry choole we , Laertes (ball be King, 

Caps, hands and tongues applau’d it to the clouds, 

Lwr/erfhall be King, Laertes King. 

Qus. How cheetefully on the falfe traile they cry. A noife within. 
0 this is counter, you falfe Danilb dogges. 

Enter Laertes with others. 

King. The doores are broke. 

Laer. Where is this King ? firs ftand you all without. 

*All. No Jets come in. 

Liter, 1 pray you giuemee-leaue. 

\All. We will, we will. 

Lacr, I thankc you : keepe the doore, O thou vile ATing, 

Giue me my father. 

Qnge. Calmely good Laertes. 

Lacr. .That drop ofblood thats calme proelaimes me Baftard, 

fies cuckold to my father, brands the Harlot 

aen heere betweene the chaft vnlineiched browc 
U' my true mothar. 




Whatis thecaufc Laertes 
at thy rebellion lookes lo Giant-like f 
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The Tragedy 0 /Hamtet 
Let him goe Gertrard , do not fcarc ourperfon, 

There’s fuch diuinity dothhedge a King, 

That treafon cannot peepc to what it would. 

Ail’s little of his will, tell me Laertes 

Why thou art thus incenft, let him goe Gertrard., j 

Speake man. 

Laet, Where is my father ? 

K ing. Dead. 

Quee. But not by him. 

King. Let him demaund his fill. 

L aer. How came he dead ? lie not be ttigled with, 

To hell alegiance, vowes to the blacked ditiell, 

Confcience and grace, totheprofoundeftpit 
I dare damnation, to this poynt I Band, 

That both the worlds I giue to negligence. 

Let come what comes, onely Tie be reuengd 
Mod throughly for my father. 

King. Who fhall day you ? 

L aer. My will, not all the worlds : 

And for my meanes lie husband them fo well,. 

The fhall goe farre with little. 

King. Good Laertes, if you defire to know the certainty 
Ofyourdeete father, i’ft writ in your reuenge, 

That foope-dake, you will draw both friend and foe 
Winner and loofer. 

L aer. None but his enemies. 

King, Will you know them then ? 

L aer. To his good friends thus wide l’le ope my armes. 
And like the kind life- rendering Pelican, 

Repad them with my blood. 

King' Why now you /peake 
Like a good child and a true Gentleman. 

That I am guilt'clfc of your fathers death, * 

And am moft fenqiblein gnefefor it, 

It fhall as leuell to your judgement peate 
Asdaydooestoyoureye, A ncjyfe within. 

Enter Ophelia . 

Lae’-. Let her come in. 

How no w what noyfe is that ? 
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Prince ofDenmarke. 

0 heate,dry vp my braincs,tear cs feauen tunes file 
Burne out the fence and vertue of mine eye. 

By heauen thy madnes fhali be payd with weight 
Till our fcale turne the beatne. ORole ofMay, 

Deere mayd,kind filter, fwcet Ophelia , 

Oheaucns,id poflible a young maids wits 
Should be as mortall as a poore mans lifa! 

Ophe. They bore him bare-fac’d on the Beerc, Song*. 

And in his grauc rain’d many a teare. 

Fire you well my Douc. 

,L*er. Hadft thou thy wits, and did’dpcrfwade reuenge 
It could not mooue thus. 

Ophe. You mud ling a downe a downe. 

And you call him a do wne a. O how the wheele becomes it. 

It is the falfc Steward that dole his Maiden, daughter, 

Laer, This nothing’s more then matter. 

Ophe. There s Rofemary,that for remembrance, pray you loue re, 
member, and there is Pancies,thats for thoughts. 

Laer, A document in madnes,thoughts and remembrance fitted. 
Ophe, There’s Fennill for you, and Colcmbines , there’s Rewe for 
you,6t heere’s fome for me,we may call it herbe of Grace a Sondaies, 
you may wcare vour Rewe wrth a diffcrence,there’s a Dafie, I would 
giueyou fome Violets, but they witherd all when my Father dyed, 
they fay a made a good end. 

For bonny fwe«.c Robin is all my ioy. 

Lear. Thought and afflictions, palfion, hell itfelfe 
She turtles to fauour and to prettmefle. 

Ophe. And willanotcomeagaine. Song. 

And will a not come againe, 

No, no, he is dead, goe to thy death bed, 

Heneuer will come againe, 

Hisbcard was as white as fnow, 

Flaxen was his pole. 

He is gonc,he is gone, and we cad away mone, 
a mercy on his foule,and all Chnftians foules, 

God buy yous. 

Lear. Doe you this O God. 

King. Laertes, l muft commune with your griefir, 

Oryoudency me right, goe butapart, 




The Tragedy o/Hamlec 

Make choice of whomcyour wifeft friends you will, 

And they fKall heare and iudge twixc you and me. 

If by direct or by colaturall hand 

They find vs toucht,we wiil our kindome giue. 

Our crowne,our life, and a!l that we call ours 
To you in fatisfa&ion ; but ifnot. 

Be you content to lend your patience to vs, 

And vve fhall ioyntly labour with your foule 

To giue it due content. -a . . 

Laer. Let this be fo. 

Hismeanes of death, his obfcure funerall. 

No trophae,fword,nor nachmentore his bones. 

No noble right, nor formall oftencation. 

Cry to be heard as twere from hcauea to earth, 

Thatlmuft call tin queftion. 

Kin. So you fhall, 

And where th’Oflfenceis,lct the great axe fall. 

I pray you goe with tne. Exeunt. 

Enter H ora tie and others . 

H ora. What are they that would fpeake with me? 

Gen. Sea-faring men fir, they fay they haue Letters for you, 

H ora. Let them come in. 

I doe not know from what part of the world 
I iliould be greeted. Jfnot from Lord Hamlet, EnierSaylers 
Say. God blefTe you fir. 

Viera. Let him bleffc thee to. 

Say. A fhall fir and plcafc him.rfiere’s a Letter for you fir, it came 
from ch’Embaffador that was bound for England , if your name bee 
Horat/e,as I am let to know it is. 

Hor. Horatio, when thou fhalt haue oucr-look t this. giue thefefel- 
lowesfome meancs to the King, they haue Letters for him : Ere wee 
were two daies old at Sea,a Pyrat of very warlike appointment gaue 
vs chafe , finding our felues too flow offaile , we put on a compelled 
valour, and in the grapple I boorded them , on the inftant they g° c 
cleere of our fhip, fo I alone became their prifoner, they haue dealt 
with me like theeues of mercy, but they knew what they did :I aw to 
doe a tumc for them, let the King haue the Letters J haue fent, a n£ * 
repayre thou to mee with as much fpeed as thou wouldftfly death, 
lhaue words to fpeake in thine earc wil make theedumbe , y et ate 
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Prince of Denmarke. 

they much t0 ° f° r the bord of the matter , thefe good fellow es 

will bring thee where I am, %ofencraus and Cjttilderfteme hold thefr 
courfc for Eiigland,of them I haue much to tell thec,farwel!. 

So that thou knoweft thine Hamiet, 

H«ra. Cornel will make you way for thefe your letters. 

And doo’t the fpeedier that you may diredi me 
To him from whomc you brought them,; , v;< 

Enter King and Laertes. 

Yang. Now myfty our confcicncc my acquittance fcalc. 

And you nwft put me in your heart for friend, \ tr ' 

Sithyou haue heard and wijth a knowing earc. 

That he which h^hyjprnpbl^ father flain^c 

Putfued my life. - " ; if 

Lar. It well appeares : but. tell me 
Whyyouproceedenor. againft thefefcates 
Spcriminall and focapitall in nature, 

As by your fafecy,greatnes,wtfdomc } all things els, 

You mainly were flirr’d vp. 

King, Ofortwofpeciali reafoiA mi -■ 

Which may to you perhaps feeme much vnfinnow’d, , 

But yet to me cha’rif tong, the Queene his mother. 

Liues almoft by his lookes,ind iot my felfc, 

My vertuc or my plague, be it either which, 

Sheisfo concliue corny life and foule. 

That as the fiarremoouesnot but in his fphere 
1 could not but by her, -the other motiue. 

Why to apublique count I might not goe. 

Is the grcatloue the general! gender bearc him, 

Who dipping all his faults in their affediion, 

Wotke like the fpring that turneth wood to ftoney. 

Conucrt his Giucs to graces, fo that my arrowes, . i, .oic,-! y 
Too flightly tymbered for fo loued armes. 

Would haue reuerced to my bow againe. 

But not where I haue aym’d them. 

k £? er ‘ And fo haue I a noble father loft, . t 4 

"Sterdtiuen into defperat termes, 
vnofe worth, ifprayfes may goe backe againe 

L 3 Stood 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Stood chSfieri'Ter on mount of all the age 
Porh«fi‘^dr^f^ions,bdc my reuenger will come. 

King. Break: not your fleepes for that, you muftnbt thinke 
T hat wc are rriadcof ftuflfe fo fiat and dull. 

That wc can let our herd be fhooke with danger. 

And thinke it 'paftime,you fhortly fliall heare more, 

I low'd your father, and wc lone our felfe, 

Ahd that I hope will teach you to imagine. 

Enter a'LMc finger with Letters. 

Mejfe. Thefe to your Maie!ly,this to the Qneene. 

King. From Hamlet, vfho brought them? 

Aiejfe, Saylers rny'Lbrd they fay,I faw them not. 

They were giuen me by ffakdiojnc receiaed them 
Of him that brought them. 

King. Laertes you (lull heare them : leaue vs. 

High and mighty, you fhall know l am fet naked on your kingdome, 
to morrow fliall I begge leaue to fee your kingly eyes , when I Hull, 
firft asking you pardon, there-vuto ftcounttheoccafionof myfud- 
daine returne. 

King. Wh at fliould this meane,are all the reft come backe, 

Or is it fome abufe,and no fuch thing? 

Laer. Know you the hand?'' • V:0 ’ ' ‘"j 

King, Tis Hamlets caradler. Naked, 

And in a poftfeript here he faies alone, 

Canyoudcuifcme? 

Laer. I am loft in it mv Lord, but let him come , 

It warmes the very ficknes in my heare 
That I liue and tell him to his teeth. 

Thus didft thou. 

Kmg, If it be fo Laertes , 

As how fliould it be fo,how otherwise, 

Will you be rul’d by me? 

Laer. I my Lord,fo you will not ore-rule me to a peace. 

King. Tothineownepcace.ifhebenow returned, 

As liking no t his voyage, and that he meancs. 

No more to vnder take ic,I will worke him 
To an cxployt,now ripe in my deuile, 

Vnder the which he (hall not choofc but fall: j 
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Prince ofDemnarke. 

And for his death no wind of blame fliall breathy 
But euen his mother fliall yncharge the pra&ifc. 

And call it accedent. 

Laer. My Lord I will be rul’d, 

The rather if you could deuifeit fo 
That 1 might be the o> gan. 

King. It falls right, 

You haue becne talkt of fince your trauaile much, 
And that in Hamlets hearing for a quality 
Wfierein they fay you fhine, your iumme of parts 
Did not together plucke fuch enuy from him 
Asdid that one, and that in my regard 7 

Of the vnworthieft fledge. 

Lter. What part is that my Lotd ? 

King. A very riband in the cap of youth, 

Yet needfull too,foryouth no lefic becomes 
The light and carcleffe liucry that it wearcs 
Then fettled age, his fables, and his weydes 
Importing health and grauenes ; two monthesflnee 
Heere was a Gentleman of Normandy, , 

Ihauefeene my felfe , and feru’d againft the French,’ 
And they can well on horfe-backe, but this Gallant 
Had witch-craft in’r, he grew vneo his fe ate. 

And to flich wondrous dooing brought his horfe, 
Ashadhebccne incorp’ft,.and demy-natur’d 
With the bratie beaft, folarre he topt me thought 
Ttot 1 n forgery offhapes and tricks 
Come fhort of what h e did- 
Laer. ANirmanwaft? 

A Norman. 

kwr, Vpon my life Lamord. 

The very fame. 

W. i know him, well he is the brooch indeed 
AndlemofalltheNation. 

Hemadeconfefsionofyou, 

8 gaiie you fuch a maifteriy report 
a 0, art an d exerufe in your defence, 

Tf ,° r y° Jr Rapier mod efpcciall, 

,at hccr yd out t ’would be a fight indeed 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 
If one could match you ;<he Scnmers of their nation 
He l wore had neither motion, gliard, nor eye, 

Ifyouoppofd them; fir this report of his \ 

Did Hamlet fo enuenom with bis enuy. 

That he could nothing do, but wifh and beg 
Your fodaine comming ore to play with you. 

Now out of this. 

Laer. What out of this my EAro ? 

King. Laertes was your father, deere to you i 
Or are you like the painting of a fotrowe, 

A face without a heart ? 

Laer. Why aske you this ? 

King. Not that I thinke you did not loue your Father, 

But that 1 know', loue is begunne by time. 

And that I fee in paffages ofproofc, 

Time quallifics the fpariceandflre ofit, 

There hues within the very flameof loue 
A kind of weeke or fnuffe that will abate it. 

And nothing is at a like goodues ftill> 

For goodnes growing to a plurifie, 

Dies in his owne too much, that we would doe 
We fiiould doc when weewould : for this would changes. 

And hath abatements and delayes as many, 

As there are tongues, are hands, are acccdcnts. 

And then this fhould is like a fpend-thrifts figjv 
7 hat hurrs by cafing ; but to the quicke of th vlcer, 

Hamlet comes back what would you vndertakc 
To fhow your fclfc indeed your fachers fonne 
More then in words ? 

Laer. To cut his throat i th Church- 
King. No place indeede fhould murthcr fanctuarize, 
Reuengde fiiould haue no bounds .• but good Laertes 
Will you doe this, keepe clofc within your chamber 
Hamlet return’d, fiiall know you arc come home, 

Wcclc put on thole fhall praife your excellence. 

And fet a double varnifh on the fame 
The french man gaue you .• bring you in in fine logether 
And wagerorc your heads ; he being remifte, 

Moft generous, and free from allcontriumg, ^ 
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Prince ofnemnarke, 

Will not perufe the foyles.fo that with cafe. 

Or with a little fliuffling.you may choofe 
A fword vnbated,and in a pace of prattife, 

Requite him for your Father. 

Laer. Iwilldoo’t, 

And for thepurpofe.lle annoynt my fword. 

1 bought an vn&ion of a Mountibancke 
So mortal!, that but dippe a knife in it. 

Where it drawes blood,no Cataplaline fo rare 
Colle6ted from all fimples that haue vertue 
Vnder the Moone,can faue the thing from death 
That is but fcratcht wit hall. He tutch my point 
With this contagion , that if I gall him fl!ghtly,it may be death 
King. Lets further thinke of this. 

Wey what conueiance both of time and meanes 
May fit vs to our flispe if this fhould fayle. 

And that our drift looke through our bad performance* 

Twere better not aflayd.Thcrefore this proiedi. 

Should haue a backe or fecond that might hold 
If this did blaft in proofe ; foft let me fee, 

Wec’lc nuke a folemnc wageron your cunnings, 

] hau’t,when in your motion you are hote and dry. 

As make your bouts more violent to that end. 

And that he calls for drinke,Ile haue preferd him 
AChallicc for the once, whereon butfipping, 

Iflie by chance cfcape your venom’d ftucke, 

Ourpurpofe may hold therc;but ftay,what noyfe' 



Enter Qtteene. 

Ogee. One woe doth tread vpon anothers hcele. 

So faft they follow •> your Sifters drownd Laertes. 

Laer. Drown d,0 where? 

Q*ce. There is a Willow growes afeaunt the Brooke, 

That fhowes his hoary lcaucs in the glaffy ftreame. 

There with fantaftiquegarlands did fhe make 
OfCrowflowers,Nettles,Dafies,and long Purples 
That libcrall Shepheards giue a grofler name, 
out our cull-cold maydes doe dead mens fingers call them. 

There on the pendant boughes her coronet weeds 

M Clambtio 



ill THE BODLEIAN LIBRARY (Arch.Ge.i3) OCtclVO 



















.) -JJ 



ftti 



The Tragedy of Hamlet 

CUmbring to hang, an «iuious fluer broke. 

When downe her weedy trephats and her kite, 

Fell in the weeping Brooke, her clothes ipred wide. 

And McrmatdeJike a while they bore her vp. 

Which time floe chauntcd (hatches of old laudes. 

As one incapable ot hsrownc diftreffe. 

Or like a creature natiue andindewed 
Vino chat element, but long it could not be 
Till that her garments hcauy with their drinke. 

Paid the poorc wench from her melodious lay 
To muddy death. 

Laer. Alas then is fhe tlrownd. 

(W. Drownd,drownd, 

Lar. Too much of water haft thou poore Ophelia, 

And therefore I forbid my tcares ; but yet 
It is our tricke, natut e her cuftomc holds. 

Let fhame fay what it will, when thele ate gone. 

The woman will be out. Adicw my Lord, 

I haue a fpeecha fire that faincwould blafe, 

But that this folly drowncs it Exit - 

King. Let's follow Gertrard, 

How much I had to doe to calme hisrage. 

Now teare I this will giue it ftart againe. 

Therefore lets follow. Exeunt. 

Enter two Qlownes . 

downe. Is (he to be buried in Chriftian buriall,when inewnluliy 

leekes her owne faluation? . u,*krerow- 

Othe. I tell thcc (he is.rherforc make her graue ftraight.thcc 

ncr hath fate on her.and finds it Chriftian bnnall. „L- rn , V ne 

Qlow. How can that be.vnleffc (he drown d herfclfc in h 
defence. 

C/ow^ItmuaUCo offended, it cannot be elfe, for heere 
poynt.il I drowne my felfe wittingly, it argues an an ^ 

three branches, it is to adl,to doe, to pcrforme,or alljih 
felfe wittingly. 

Oth. Nay .but heareyou good man deluer. t, r „ft an dstht 

Clow , Giucmelcauc, here lies the water, good, here ^ 




Trinte ofDenmarlte. 

man, good, if the man goe to this water Sc drowne himfelfe, it U will 
he mil he.he goes,maike you that,but if the water come to him,and 
drowne him, he drowncs not himfclfe, argali, he that is not guilty of 
his owne death.ftiortcns not his owne life. 

Oth. But is this law? 

Clow. I marry i’ft.Crowners queft law. 

Oth. Will you ha the truth an’t,if this had not beene a gentlewo- 
man, (he ihould haue bin buried out a Chriftian buriall. 

Clow. Why there thou fay ft, and the more piety that great folke 
ihould haue countenance in this world to drown or hang themfelues, 
more then their euen Cbriften : Come my fpadc, there is noaunci- 
ent gentlemen but Gardners, Ditchers, and Craue-makcrs, they hold 
vp Adams profeffion. 

Oth. Was he a gen demand 

Clow. A was thefirrt that cuerbore armes. 
llepuc another qucftion to thee,if thou anfwereft me not tOthe pur* 
pole^confcffethy felfe. 

Oth. Goe to. 

(hw. what is he that builds ftronger then either the Mafon , the 
Shipwrigtu,or the Carpenter. 

Oth. the gsllowes-maker, for that cut-liuei a thoufand tennants. 

Clow. Hike thy wit well in good faith, the gallowes doocs well, 
but how dooesft well* It dooes well to thofe that do ill , now thou 
doofl ill to fay the gallowes is built ftronger tnen the Church, atgal, 
the gallowes may doe well to thee. Took againe, come. 

Other. Who buildes ftronger then a Mafon, a Shipwright, ora 
Carpenter. 

Clew. I,tellme that andvnyoke. 

Oth. Marry now 1 can tell. 

Oth. Toot. 

C/aw.Maffe I cannot tell. 

Clow . Cudgell thy braincs no more about it, for your dull afle will 
not mend his pace with beating.and when you arc askc this queftion 
next, fay a &raue-maker,the houles he makes laft tell Doomciday. 

Goe get thee in, and fetch me a foopc of liquer. 

In youth when I did loue did louc. Song, 

Me thought it was very fweet 
To contract O the time for a my behoue, 

0 me thought there a was nothing a meet. 

- Mi Eft*' 
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The Tragedy o/H atplct 

Cuter Hamlet and H oratio 

Ham Has this fellow no feeling of his bufincs ? a fings in grwe- 

making . c 

H or a. Cuflome hath made it in him a property ot eaitnes. 

Ha. Tis cen lo,the hand oflittlc imploiment hath the daintier fence 
£low. But age with his ftealing fieppes Song. 

hath clawed mee in bis clutch. 

And hath fliipped me into the land, 
as if I had neuer becne fuch. 

Ham. That skull had atongueinit, and could ling once, how the 
knaue iowles it to the ground,as if tvretc Caines iaw-bonr, that did 
thefirft murder : this might be^pateof a pollitiaa, which this Aflc 
now ore-reaches . one that would circumuent God, might it not? 

H ora. It might my Lord. 

H am. Or of a Cou rtier, which could fay good morrow my Lord.- 
how doft thou fweet Lord ? This might be my Lord fuch a one, that 
praifed my lord fuch a ones horfe whe a ment to be^ it:mightitnot? 
H ora. I my Lord. 

H am. Why een fo, & now my Lady wormes Choplcs,8c knockt 
about the mazer with a Sextcns fpadc • heer’s fine rcuolution and 
we had the trick to fee t, did thefc bones coft no more the breeding, 
but to play at loggits with them : mine ake to thinke ont. 
flow. A pickax and a fpade a fpade, Song. 

for and a fhrowding fheet, 

O a pit ofClay for to be made 
for fuch a gueft is meet. 

Ham. There’s another, why may not that be the skull of a lawyer? 
where be his q li ddit ics now, hisquillities, his cafes, his tenurs,& his 
trickes > why dooes he fufter this mad knaue now to knock him a* 
bout the fconce with a durty fiioucll,and will not tell him of his a&i* 
on ofbattery: hum, this fellow might be in’s time a great buyerot 
Land, with his Statutes, his rccognifances, his fines,his double vou- 
chers, his rccoueries, to haue his fine pate fulloffinedurt : will vou- 
chers vouch him no more of his putchafes it doubles then the length 

and breadth of a payre of Indentures? The very conueyances|pf his 
Lands will fcarcely lye in this box, and rouft th’inheritor himielre 
hauc no more? ha. 

H ora. Not a iot more my Lord. 

- Ham. Is not parchment made of fhcepe-skinnes ? 
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Trhce of Denmark* 

flora. I tny Lord, and of Calue-skinnes too. 

Ham. They are Shecpe and Calues which feeke out afluraacc in 
that, 1 will fpeake to this fellow. Whofe graue’s this firra? 

Clot*. Minefir.orapitofclayforto be made. 

Ham I thinke it be thine indeede for thou lyeft in’t. 

Clow You lycout ont fir, and therefore tis not yours; for my part 

I doe not lye in’t, yet it is mine. . . , 

Ham Thou doft lye in t to be in t and fay it is thine, tis for the 
dead, nottor thequicke, thereforethou lyeft. 

Clow. Tis a quicke lye fir, tyvill away againc from meto you. 

Ham. What man doft thou digge it for ? 

Clow. For no man fir. 

Ham. What woman then ? 

Clow. For none neither. 

Ham. Who’is to be buried in’t? 

flow. One that was a woman fir, but reft her foule fhee s dead. 

Ham. How abfolute the knaue is, we muft fpeake by the card, or 
equiuocation will vndoo vs. By the Lord Horatio t this three ycares I 
hauetookenoteof it, the age is growne fopicked,thatthetoeof the 
pefant comes fo neere the heele of the Courtier he galls his kybe. 
How long haft thou bene a Graue-maker? 

Clo. Of the dayes i’th yearel came too’t that day that our laH 
King Hamlet ouercame Fortmbrajfe. 

Ham. How long is that fince? 

Clo. Cannotyou tell that ?eueryfoole can tell that,it was that 
very day that young Hamlet was borne: he that is mad and lent into 
England. 

H am. I marry why was he fent intoEngland ? 

Clow. Why bccaufc a was mad*: a fhall reconer his wits there, ot if 
a doe not, tis no great matter there. 

Ham. Why? fashee. 

^/ow.Twillnot be fcenc in him there, there the are men asjnad 

H am. How came he mad ? 

Clow, Very ftrangely they fay, 

Ham. How ftrangely? 

Clow. Faith eene with Ioofing his wits. 

Ham. Vpon what ground? 

Clow. Why hcere in Denmarke : 1 hauc becne Sexton heeie man 
and Uoy thirty yeares. * 

M 3 Ham 



The Tragedie 0/Hamlet 

Ham, How long will a man lie i'th e 2 rth ere he rot? 

Clow. Faith if a be not rotten before a die, as we haue many poc- 
kiecorfos, that will fcarcc hold the laying in , a will laft you fomc 
eight yearc,or nineyearc. A Tanner will laft you nine yeare, 

H am. Why he more then another? 

Clow. Why fir, his hide is fo tand with his trade, that a will keepe 
frut water a great whilc;&*your water is a fore decay cr of your whou 
lon dead body, heel's a fcull row hath lycn you i'th earth 23 *ycaies t 

H am. Whofe was it? 

Cl<*w> A whorfon mad fellowcs it was,whofe do you think it was? 

Haw, Nay I know not. 

C low. A peftilencc on him for a mad rogue , a pourd a flagon of 
Renifh on my head once ; this fame skull fir,vva$ fir Tortckj skull, the 
Kings letter. 

Ham. This? 

flow* Eenthar. 

Ham. Alas poorc Toriche ,1 knew him Horatio^ fellow of infinite 
ieft, gf mott cxcelent fancy , hec hath bere me on his backe a thou- 
find times, and now how abhorred in my imagination it is;my gorge 
rifesat it. Here hung thofe lyppes that I haue kitt I know not how 
oft: where be your gibes now ? your gamboles, your fongs, your fla- 
tties of merriment, that were wont to fet the table on a roare,not one 
now to mocke your owne grinning, quite chopfidiie* Now getycu 
t& my Ladies tableland tell her, let her paint an inch thicke,to this fa- 
uour file mutt come, make her faugh at that, 

Prethee Horatio tell me one thing. 

H ora. What’s that my Lorcir 

HamJDooftthou thinkc Alexander \06kt aihisfafhon i'th earth? 

Hora . Ecnfo. 

H am. And fmelr. fo:pah. 

H ora. Een fb my Lord 

H aw. T o what bale vfes wc may rcturne Horatio i Why may not 
imagination trace the noble duft of Alexander a find it flopping 
a bungholef 

H ora, Twerc to confidcr too curioufly to confidcr fo. 

Ham. No faith, not a iot, but to follow him thether with inodefly 
cnough,and likelihood to Iczdcit.^Alexander d\cd > tAlexandtr was 
buried, Alexander retumeth to duft, the duft is earth, of earth 
make Lcme,& why of that Lome whereto he was conuerted, migh c 

they 

“■ — — — __ ___ 
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They not ftoppe a Bearc-barrcll? 

Imperious C/tfar dead, and turn’d to Clay, ’ 

I^joht ftoppe a hole, to keepe the wind away. 

0 that that earth which kept the world in awe* 

ShoiildLpatch a wall t’expell the waters flaw. 

But {oft, but (oft awhile, here comes the King, ^.nter King 

The Queenc,thc courtiers, who is tins they follow? Qteee.Laertes 

And with luch maimed rites?this doth betoken, and the eorfe. 

The eorfe they follow, did with defpvat hand 
Fotedoo it ovvnc lifc.twas of fame eftate. 

Couch wc a while anctynarke. 

Liter. What Ceremony clfe? _ y 

Ham, That is Laertes a very noble youth, make, 

\.cur. What Ceremony elfci’ v 

DoB. Her obfequies haue beene as farre inlarg d 
As we haue warranty ,her death was doubctull. 

And but that great command orc-fwaycs the order. 

She Ihould in ground vnfandtified beene lodg’d 
Till the laft trumpet : for charitable prayers. 

Flints and pcebles fhould be throwne on hers 
Yet hccre flic is allow’d her virgin Grants, 

Hermayden ftrewmcnts,and the bringing home 

Ot bell and buriall. _ . .. 

Lter. Muft there no more be doone? / 

DoFr. NomorcbedoonCi > 

Wcfliould prophanc the fcruiceofthe dead, - ' ' 

Tofing a Requiem and fuchieftto her 
As to peace-parted foules. 

Laer. Lay her i’th earth, • . 

And from her faire and vnpo'luted flefh 
May Violets fpring 1 1 tell thee churlifliprieftr 

Aminiftting Angcll fhall my After be 

VVhcnthonlyeft howling. . • 

Hats;. What^ht faire Ophelia. 

Quee. Sweets to the fweet,farewell, F ^ 

1 hop’t thou fhould’ft haue beene my TLam/ets\iifc r • 

I thought thy bride-bed to haue deckt fvveet maide. 

And not haue ftrew’d thy graue. 

l*er, Ouebblewoe ■****■ _ 

' Fall 
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Fall tenne times double on that curled head, 

Whofe wicked deede thy mod ingenious fence 
Depriued thee of, hold off the earth a while. 

Till I haue caught her once more in mine armes; t 
Now pile your duft vpon the quicke and dead. 

Till of this fiat a mountaine you haue made 
T o’recop old VeHon^ot the skyefh h cad 
Ofblew Olympus. 

H am. What is he whofe griefe 
Bearcs fuch an EmphaJts,vthofe phrafe of fortow 
Coniures the wandring (farres,and makes- r^fem ftslnd 
Like wonder wounded hearers l tis I * ! 

Hamlet the Dane. 

Lacr. The Diuel! take thy foule, 

Ham. Thou pray’ft not well, 1 prethec take thy fingers 
For though I am not fpfeenatiue rafb, fffotn my throat, 
Yet haue lin mefomething dangerous. 

Which let thy wifedome feare; hold off thy hand? 

King. Plucke them a funder. 

Quee.Hamlet, Hamlet. 

Gentlemen. 

H ora. Good my Lord be quiet. 

Ham. Why, I will fight with him vpon this thcarae 
Vntill my eye-lids will no longer wagge. 

Quee, O my fonne.what theame? 

H am. I lou d Opbelta:fony thoufand brothers 
Could not with all their quantity of loue 
Make vp my fumme. What wilt thou doo for her. 

King. O he is mad Laertes. 

Quee. For loue of God forbeare him? 

H am. S’wounds fhew me what th’out doe: 

Woo’t yvcepe,woo’t fight, woo’t faft.v/oo’t tearc thy felfe, 
Woo’t drinke vp Efiil,eate a Crocadile 
He doo’t.-docil come heere to whine? 

To out-face me with leaping ia her graue, 

Be buried quicke with her,and fo will I. 

And if thou prate of mountaincs.lct them throw 
Millions of Acres on vs, till our ground 
Sindging his pate againft the burning Zone 



Exit Hamlet, 
and H oratit. 



Prince of Denmark*. 

MakeOfih like a wart,nay and thcu’lt mouth, 

lie rant as well as thou, 

Quee. This is meeremadneffe. 

And this a while the fit will worke on him. 

Anon as patient as the female Doe 
Whenthathergoldcn cuplets aredifdofed 
His filence will fit drooping. 

H am. Heareyou fir, 

What is the reafon that you vfe me thus/ 

1 lou’dyou euer,but it is no matter. 

Let Hercules himfelfe doe what he may 
The Cat will mew, a dogge will haue his day. 

K/»£.I ptay thee goodHoratb waite vpon him. 
Strengthen yourpacience in our laft nights fpeecb, 

Weclc put the matter to the prefent pufh: 

Good Gertrardfc t fome watch oueryour fonne. 

This graue (hall haue aliumg monument. 

An hourc ofq-jiet thereby fhall we fee 
Tell then in patience eurproceeding be. 

Enter Hamlet andHoratie. 

Ham. So much for this fir.now fhall you fee the other. 
You doe remember all the circumftance, 

H«r. Remember it my Lord. 

H am. Sir in my heart there was a kind of fighting 
That would not let me fleepe,mc thought I lay 
Worfcthen the mutines in the bilbcrs.rafhly. 

And prayfd be rafhncs for it : let vs know. 

Our jndifcrction fometime femes vs well 

When our deepe plots doe fall, and that fhould lcarne vs 

Ther s a diuinity that fhapes our ends. 

Rough hew them how we will. 

b'ora. Thatismoftccrcaine. 

Ham. Vp from my Cabin, 

My fej-gownc icarft about me in the darke 
Gropt 1 tofindoutthem,had my defire, 
f ingard their packet, and in fine withdrew 
To mine ownc roomc againe, making fo bold 




Exeunt. 
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My fearcs forgetting manners to vnfold 
TKcir graund commiffionjwherc I found Horatio 

A royallknaiiery.anexaft command 

Larded with many leuerall forts ofreafons, 

Im porting Denmarkes health, and Englands to, 

With hoe i'uch bugges and goblins in my life, 

That on the fuperuiie no Icafurc bated. 

No not to ft ay the grinding of the Axe, 

My head fliouldbeftrookeoft 
Horrf.I’ft poftiblc? 

H am. Heeres the commfffion,rcad it at more leafure, 
But wilt thou heare now how I did proceed. 

H ora. lbefeechyoo. 

H am. Being thus be-netted round with villain cs. 
Or I could make a prologue to my brain cs, 

They had begunne the play,l fat me dotvne, 

Deuifd a new eommi(flon,wroteit fairc, 

I once did hold it as our ftatifts doe 
A bafeneffe to write fairc, and labourd much 
How to forget that learning, but fir now 
It did me y cmans feruice.wilt thou know 
Th’ effe£t of what I wrote* 

Hera. I good my Lord. 

H am. An carneft coniuration from the King, 

As England was his faithfull tributary. 

As louebetweene them like tire palme might florifti. 
As peace ftiould (till her wheaten garland weare 
And ftand a Comma tweenc their amities, 

And many fuch like,a* fir of great charge, 

That on the view, and knowing ofthefc contents* 
Without debateinent further more orlefte. 

He fliould thofe bearers put to fuddaiae death. 

Not ftjriuing time alow’d. 

Hora. How was this fealdf 

Ham. Why euen in that was neauen ordiliaut, 

I had my fathers fignet in my purle 
• Which was the model of that Danifti feale, 

Folded the writvp in the forme of th’other, 
StiWcrib’ditjgau’tth’imprcflion^plac’d it fafcly, 






Prince ofDenmirkt. 

The changling neucr knowne : now the next day 
Was our Sea-fight, and what to this was fequent 
Thou knoweft already. 

Hora. So Gujldenfierne and R ofencraut goetoo’t. 

Ham. They are not necre my eonfciencejtheic defeat 
Doocsby their owne infinuation growe, 

Tis dangeious when the bafer nature comes 
Betweenc the pafle and fell inceuccd poynts 
Ofmighty oppofits. 

H ora. Why what aKing is this ! 

Ham, Dooes it not thinke thee ftand me now vppon ? 

Hee that hath kild my King, and whor'd my mother, ^ 

Pop’t inbetweene the election and my hopes, 

Throwne out his Angle for my proper life, 

Aud with fuch cofnage, i’ft not perletft confcicnce ? 

: > ' Enter a fourtier. 

four, Your Lordfhippeis right welcome backc to Denmarke, 

Ha m. 1 humbly tbanke you fir. 

Doo’ft know this water-fly ? 

H ora. No my good Lord, 

Ham. Thy Rate is the more gratious , for tis a vice to know him. 
He hath much land and fertill : let abeattbeLordofbcafts, and his 
cnb fliall ftand at the Kings mefle, tis a chough , but as I fay , fpaci- 
ous in the poflefsion of durt. 

Cour. Sweet Lord, ifyourLordfhippe were at Leafure, I fliould 
impart a thing to you from his Maiefty. 

Ham. 1 will rc-ceiueit fir with all dilligcncc of fpirrit, your bonnet 
tohis right vfe, tis for the head. 

Cour, ] thankeyourLordftiip,it is very hot. 

Ham. No belecue me, tis very cold, the wind is Northerly . 

Cour. It is indifferent cold my Lord indeed, 

H am. But yet me thinkes it is very loultry and hot , or my com- 
plexion. 

C 0Hr > Exceedingly my Lord, it is very foultry, as t were I cannot 
tell how.my Lord his Maiefly bad me fignific to you, that a has layed 
agreat wager on your head,fir this is the matter. 

Ham, I befecch you remember. 

(f°« Nay good my Lord for my cafe in good faith,fir here Is newly 
conac to court -irfcrff/jbclceuc me an abfolute gentieroa, full of mod 

N % excellent 
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excellent differences, of very foft focictv , and great flnwhg •1*1' 
deede to fpeake feelingly of him, he is the card or kalender ofGent- 
try :for you fhall findein him the continent of what part a Gentle- 

man would fee. ' 

Ham. Sir, his definement iufters no perdition in you, though I 
know to devide him inucntorially, would dizzie th’arithmetickcof 
memory, and yetbut raw neither, in refpefl ofliis quxkfaile, bat 
in the verity ofextolmeut, t takehimtobea foule of great article, 
and his intufion offuch dearth and rarenefle.as to make true dixion 
of him, his femblable is his mirrour, and who els would trace him, 
his vmbrage, nothing more. 

Cour. Your Lordfliip fpeakes moft infallibly of him. 

H am. Tne concernancy fir, why do wee wrap the Gentleman in 
our more rawer breath ? 

Cour. Sir. 

H ora. 1ft not poflible to vndcrftand in another tongue , , you will 
doo’t fir really. 

Htm. What imports the nomination of this Gentleman? 

Cour. Of Laertes. 

H ora. His purleis empty already, all's golden words arefpent. 

H am. Ofhitn fir. 

Cour. I know you are not ignorant. 

H m. I would you did fir , ye? in fayth ifyoudid.itwouldjnot 
much approoue me, well fir, 

Cour. You arc ignorant of what excellence Laertes \% 

Ham. I dare not confefle that, leaft I fhould compare with him 
in excellence, bur ro known man well, were to know himfelfe. 

four. I mcane fit for this weapon, but in the imputation layd on 
him by them in his meed, hee s vnfellowed. 

Ham. What s his weapon? 

four. Rapiar and Digger. 

H am. That's two of hts weapons, but well. _ 

Cour. The King fir hath wager’d with him fix Barbary hones a- 
gainft the which he has impaundas I take it fix french Rapiers and 
Poynards, with their afsignes, as girdle, hanger and fo. Three oft « 
cariages in faith, are vefydeare co fancy, very refponfiue to the hilts, 
moft dilicate carriages, and of very liberall conceit. 

Ham. What call you the carriages? , . 

Kora. 1 knewyoumnftbe edified by the margent ere 
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done. 

Cour. The rarriagefir arc the bangers. 

Ham. The phrafe would be more German to the matter if yire 
could carry a Canncn by our fidcs, I would it might be hangers till 
then, but on, fix Barbary horfes • ngainft fix french fwords their af- 
fignef, and three liberall conceited carriages ,that s the French bet 
aeainfi the Danifh, why is this all you call it ? 

Cour. The King fir, hath laid fir, that in a dozen paffes betweene 
your filfeand him, hee fhall not exceede you three hits, hec hath 
layd on twelne for nine, and it would come to immediate tryall, if 
your Lordfhippe would vouchfafc the anfwcre. 

flam. How if 1 anfwcre no ? 

Cour . I means my Lord theoppofition ofvonr prrfon in tryall. 

Ham. Sir I will wa keheere in the hall , It it pleafe his Maiefty, it 
is the breathing time of day with mec, let the foyJes be brought, the 
Gentleman willinge , and the Kinge hold his pi rpofe;l willwinne 
for him and I can, if not I will gaine nothing but my ftiame, and the 
odde hits* 

Cour. Shall I deliucr you fo ? 

Warn. To this effedt fir, after what florifh your nature will. 

Cour. I commend my duty to your Lordfhippe. 

Warn. Yours doo s well to commend it himfelfe, there arc no 
tongues els for s furne. 

Hora. This Lapwing runnes away with the fhell on his head. 

Hatn A did fo fir with his dugge before a fuckt it, thus has he and 
many more of the fame breede that 1 know' tae drefiy age dotes on, 
onelygot the tune of the time, and out of ail habit of incounter, a 
kind of mifty cclleflion, which carryes them through and through 
the moltprophanc iindrrcnnowncd opinions . and doe but blowe 
them to their tryall, the bubbles art cut 

Enter a Lord. 

l ord . My Lord, his Maiefty commended him to you by your? ge 
Oslricke , who brings backe to him that you attend him in the hall , 
hee fends to know if your pleafurehold to play vsitbL^<?rw,or tnat 
ycu will cake longer time 

^ Hum I am conftant to my purpofes, they follow the Kingsplea- 
^ rc s if his fitnes fpeakes , mine is ready : now or whcniocuer , pro- 
vided 1 be fo able as now. 

N a 3 
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Lord. The King and Qnccne and all are comming downc. 

H am. In happy time* 

L o d t The Quccne dcfircs you to vfe Tome gentle entertainment 
to Laertes , before you goe to play. 

Haw, Shee well inftru&s me, 

Hora . You willloofc my Lord. 

H am. I do* not thinke fo, fincc hcc went into France, I hauc bin 
Tncominuall pra&ifc, Khali winiic at theods ; thou would’ft not 
thinke how ill all’s he ere about my heart , but it is no matter* 

Horn, Nay good my Lord. 

H am. It is but foolery, but it i$ fuchakinde ofgamc-giuing,« 
would perhaps trouble a woman. 

H ora. If your mind diflikc any thing, obay it. I will forcftall their 
•repairc hethcr and fay you are not fit. 

H am. Not a whit we defie augury, there is fpeciallprouidcnce in 
the fall of a Sparrowe, if it be, tis not to come, if it bee not to come, 
k will be now, if it bee not now, yet it will come, the readmes is all, 
fince no man of ought hce Icaues, knowes what ifl to leaue betimes, 
let bee. 

A table prepard, Trnmpets, Timms and Officers with Cujhms , 
King, Queene, and all the fate Voiles , D aggers > and Laertes. 



King. Come Hamlet, come and take this hand from me. 

H am. Giue me your pardon fir, I haue done you wrong, 
But pardorfc as you are a Gentleman, this prcfencc knowes. 
And you mull needs haue heard, how I am punifht 
With afore diftra<rtion:what I haue done 
That might your nature, honor, and exception 
Roughly awake I heerc proclaime was madnes. 

Waff H arnlet wronged Laertes/ neucr Hamlet* 

If Hamlet from himfelfe be tane away. 

And whenhee’s not himfelfe, doo’s wrong Laertes , 

Then Hamlet doo’s it t\on,Hamlet denies it. 

Who dooes it then ? his madnes. Ift be fo, 

Hamlet is of the faftion that is wronged. 

His madnelfe is poore Hamlets enemie. 

Let my difelaiming from a purpof d cuill, 

Free me fo fajre in your moll generous thoughts 
That I hauc ftiot roy arrowe ore the houfc 
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And hurt my brother. 

\jtcr. I am fatisfied in nature, 

Whofe motiue in this cafe fhould (litre me mod 
To my rcuendge.but in my tearmes of honor 
Iftand aloole.and will no reconcilement, 

Till by feme elder Majfters ofknowne honor 
I haue a voyce and prefident of peace 
To my name vngor’d: but all that time 
I doe receiue your offerd loue,like loue, 

And will not wrong it. 

H am, I embrace it freely, and will this brothers wager 
franckly play. 

Giue vs the foilcs. 

Laer. Come, one for me. 

H am. He be your foile Oerter, in mine ignorance 
Your skill (hall like a ftarre i’th darkert night 
Stick fiery ofindeed, 

Laer . You moc^e me fir, 

H am. No by this hand. 

ftajr.Giue them the foiles young 0/?r»c^f,cofio Ham. 
You know the wager, 

H am. Very well my Lord. 

Your grace has layde the ods a*th weaker fide. 

King, I doc not feare 3 t,I haue feene you both. 

But fincc he is better, wc hauc therefore ods. 

Laer . This is to heauy : let me fee another. 

H<fw. This likes me well,thefc loiics haue all a length. 
Ottr. I my good Lord. 

King, Set me the ftoopcs of wine vpon the table, 

If Hamlet giue the firft or fecond hit, 

Or quit in anfwcr of the third exchange. 

Let all the battlements their ordnance fire. 

The King (hall drinke to Hamlets better breath. 

Audio the cup an Onixe (hall he throw, 

Richer then that which foure fuccefliue Kings 
In Denmatkes Crownc haue wornc : giue me the cups, , 
And let the kettle to the trumpet fpcake, 

The trumpet to the Cannoneerc without, 

ThcCannonsto theheauens^he heauensto earth. 

Now 



THE BODLEIAN LIBRARY (Arch.Ge.i3) OdclVO 



The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Now the King drinkes to H*>»/er,come beginne. Trumpets 
And you the Judges bcare a wary eye. the while. 

Haw. Come on fa. 

Laer. Come my Lord. 

, Ham. One. 

Laer. No. 

Ham. Judgement. 

OJlr. A hit, a very palpable hit. Drum, trumpets and fat. 

Laer. Well, againe. FlortJb,apeece goes of. 

King. Sray,giue me diiake , Hamlet this pearle is thine. 

Heer-es to thy health, giue him the cup. 

Ham: lie play this bout firft/et it by a while 
Come, another hit. What fay you? 

Laer. Idocconfeft. 

King. Our fonne fhall winne. 

Quee. Hee’s fat and leant of breath. 

H.erc Hamlet take my napkin rub thy browes, 

, The Queenc carowfes to thy fortune Hamlet. 

Ham. Good Madam. 

King. GertrardyAoe not drinke. 

Quee.l will my Lord.I pray you pardon me. 

King. It is the poyfned cup, it is too late. 

Ham. I dare not drinke yet Madam, by and by. 
j Qu^e. Comc.lct mewipe thy face. 

Laer. Mv Lord, lie hit him now. 

King . Idoenotthink’t. 

Laer. And yet it is almoft again!! my confcience, 

H am. Com for the third Laertes , you doe but dally. 

I pray you paflfe with your beft violence 
I am fure you make a wanton of me. 

Laer. Say you fo come on. 

OJlr. Nothing neither way. 

Laer. Haue at you now. 

King. Pax them,they are inccnft. 

H am. Nay come againe. 

Oftr. Looke to the Qneene there hoe. 

H ora. They bleed on both fides.how is it my Lord? 

OJlr. Hoft ift Laeres> , , 

Laer, Why as a woodcock to mine ownc [pcindge.OJfrici^ j 

— — - - 
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I am iuftty kild with mine owne treachery. 

Warn. How .does the Quecne? 
font. She founds to fee them bleed' 

Quee. No.no, the drink.the drinke, Omy deareH amlet\ 

ThedrinWhe drinke, I am poyfned. 

Ham. Ovillaniel hoeletthcdoicbclockt. 

Treachery, feckc it out. . 

Laer. Jt is heere Hamlet , thou art flame, 

No medcin in the world can do thee good, 

In thee there is not halfe an houres life. 

The treacherous inftrument is in my hand 
Vnbated and enuenoro’d, the foule pradtife 
Hath turn’d it felfe on me, loc here I ly e 
Ncuer to rife againe: thy mother s poyfned, 

I can no more, the King, the Kings too blame. 

Ham. The point enuenom’d to, then venom to thy vvorke. 

*AIL Treafon, treafon. 

K mg. O yet defend me friends, I am but huit. 

H am. Here thou inceftious damned Dane, 

Drinke of this potion, is the Onixe heere ? 

Follow my mother. ,, ,. r ~ 

Laer. He is iu% ferued.it is a poyfon temperd by himfcf* 
Exchange forgiuenes with me noble Hamlet, 

Mine and my fathers death come not vppon thee, 
Northineonme. 

Ham. Heauen make thee free of it, J follow thee; 
lam dead Horatio, wretched Queene adiew. 

You that looke pale and tremble at this chance, 

That ate but mutes, or audience to this a£T, 

Had I but time as this fell Sergeant Death 
Is ftridl in his arreft. O I could tell you ! 

But let it be ; Horatio I am dead, 

Thou liueft, report me asd my caufe aright 
To the vnfatisfied. 

H ora, Neuer beleeue it; 
lam more an antikeRomane then a Dane, 

Htere’s yet fome liquor left. 

Ham. Asth’artaman 

Ciue me the cup, let goe, by heauen He hate? 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

0 God Horatio ! what a wounded name 

Things ftandingthus vnknowne, fhall Ucaucbchind me? 

It' thou did ft cuer hold me in thy heart, 

Ablcnt thee from felicity a while. 

And in this harfh world craw thy breath in paine si march* 

To tell my ftory : what warlike noife is this ? fane off, 

Enter Ofick. 

Ofr. Young Fortinbraffe with conqueft come from Poland, 
Th th’cmbaffsd irs of England giucs this warlike volly. 

Warn O 1 die H or a' to , 

The potent poy fon quite ore-growes my fpirit, 

1 cannot liue to hearc che newes from England, 

Blit I do prophefie the efe&ion lights 

On Forttnbrajfe , he has my dying voyce. 

So tell him with th’occurants more and lefle 
Which haue folrcited, the reft is filence. 

H Ira. Now cracks a noble heart, good night fwccc Prince, ' 
And flights of Angels finge thee to thy reft. 

Why doocs the drumme come hether ? 

Enter Fortinbraffe, with the E mb a (factors. \ 
Fortin. Where is this fight ? 

H ora. What is it you would fee ? 

If ought of woe, or wonder, ccafc your fearch. 

Fortin. This quarry cries on hauock.O proud death 
What fra ft is toward in thine eternaU cell. 

That thou fo many Princes at a flaot 
So bloudily haft ftrooke ? 

Embaf. The fight is dilinall 
And our affaires from England come too late, 

The earcs are fencelefle rhat ftrould giuc vs hearing, 

To tell him his commandemcnt is fulfilld, 

That Rofencrasts and (ffuyldenfitrne arc dead, 

Where fliould wee haoe our thankes? - ‘ ' 

H ora. Not from his mouth 
Haditth’abilityofiifetothankeyou j 
He neuer gaue commandcment for their death ; 

But Alice lb iutnp vpen this bloody queftion v 



Prince o/Vettwarke. 

I Voaftom the Vollocky*™ 5 * a ” d yo“ from England 
i«btereatriucd, giuc order that thde bodies 
S- k nna fta»e be placed to the view. 

Set mce fpeakcfto th’yct vnknowing wor Id 
How thefe things came about ; fo fhall you hcare 
Ofcruell, bloody and vnnaturall a&s. 

Of accidental! iudgements, cafuall {laughters, 

Of deaths put on by cunning, and for no caufe. 

And in this ypfhot,purpofes tniftooke, 
falne on the inuenters heads : all this can I 
Truelydeliuer. 

fort. Let vs haft to heare it, 

And call the nobleft to the audience, 

Forme with foirow 1 embrace my fortune, 
lhauefome rights of memory in this kingdome, 

Which now to claime my vantage doth inutte me. 

H ora Of that I fliall haue alfo caufe to fpcake. 

And from his mouth, whofc voyce will draw no more. 

But let this fame be prefently perform d , 

Eucn while mensmindes arewilde, lcaft more mifehance 

On plots and errors happen. 

Fort. Let foure Captaines 
Bare ftuwfe like a fouldicr to the ftage, 

Forhe was likely, had he beene put on, . 

Tohaue ptoouedmeft royall ; and for his paflage, 

The fouldicrs mufique and the right cf wane 
Speake loudly for him : 

Takcvp the bodies, fuch a fight as this. 

Becomes the field, but hecre ftiowesmucb amine. 

Goe bid the fouldicrs (hoot e. exeunt, 
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